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concept since it defies the natural evolution of events (Alexi Laiho passed away on 29/12/2020 and this doesn't 
change), however, it has been nagging me, what would have happened if some radical action was taken and he 
survived.. | hope people who may read this story don't find it profane in that sense, otherwise, they are 
advised not to read it. This is utterly fictional and it only depicts my whistful thinking. | have no knowledge of 
the heroes’ real private lives, so all that is written is based on my imagination and some vague clues | have 
gathered from the internet. No slur or disrespect is intended for the people involved, and no profit is made. 
The title name is a makeshift Finnish name and doesn't refer to a particular person, although | am sure there 
might be someone out there with that name. Again, courtesy of the internet. It has taken a lot of "studying" in 
various faculties (e.g. medicine, geography, legal matters, etc) to set up a realistic plot and there are 


references to a few countries (because this story takes place internationally) for which | have no issues, and 


| don't mean to slur or present in a degrading way. All countries in the world have my respect, for all their 
differences and somehow | needed those differences to support this scenario. So, please, take no offense. Also, 
do not cringe at my mistakes.. Lastly, | should warn the potential reader that there is a fairly big amount of 
VIOLENCE and SUBSTANCE ABUSE, so be prepared - or completely refrain! 


[Edit: | have made a few grammar corrections, after going through the text again, with the priceless help of 


someone more knowledgeable, whom | thank] 


Prequel - New Identity 
"Mikko Kontio?" 

"Yes, that's you. Your name." 
"But... Mikko Kontio? |-" 


"Get used to it. Also, get used to this ring" - | cut him off mid-sentence, passing a gold wedding band to wear 
on his left-hand ring finger. | put its match on my own, too, under his shocked scrutiny. "What? We are 
married!" | declared sternly, not allowing him any room to protest, to question It was a declared fact, a 


statement. End of fucking story. "Now, say goodbye to your pretty hair.." | pushed his head down and forward. 
"Janne!" 


"Shut up! lm not risking getting caught at the border", | said, producing an old pair of scissors. They hissed 
menacingly as | placed my fingers in preparation to use them. "Get used to it.. Mikko!" 


The blond silk tufts landed in front of my feet. But it was OK. They would grow back again. Hopefully. 


Chapter | - The fairy of our youth. 


When we were young and stayed up at each other's houses for the night, Alexi had once confided to me the 
existence of his "Green Fairy". He had been "acquainted" with her for many years, since he was in grade school. 
He called her "Greenie" and years later confessed that he had named the black-and-green series of his 
signature ESP guitars after her. The mere name had brought me teasing mirth. | wanted to poke fun at him. | 


mean, how many mushrooms had he consumed? How many joints had he smoked? 


The Green Fairy - or, Greenie - was actually a tiny, foul-mouthed, female-looking creature with fluffy green 
hair, sprinkling green fairy dust everywhere, teasing and manipulating and occasionally keeping some 
constructive company to loner Li'l Allu. | hadn't given any credibility to his words, I'd let him include her in our 
conversations, as if she were a real person - but then, one night, when we were around fifteen years old, that 
goddamn little otherworldly creature appeared in his dingy bedroom. Maybe it was the unforeseen effect of 
some weird smoke that Allu and | were sharing, sneaking some pot under the "radar" of his parents. But 


definitely, | saw her and her outlandish green.. particles, and was honored to meet her at last. 


To be honest, | barely have any substantial recollection of that night and of what sort of.. interaction we 
actually had with Greenie. The morning after, | had woken up with blotches of green glitter, like hickeys, all 
over my body and face, half-naked and with a buzzing head. Alexi was lying on the other side of his bed, 
wearing only his green Donald Duck boxers, smeared in green luminous paint, like me. Same hickey patterns. | 
was shocked and scared of what that Green Fairy might have gotten us up to that night. The situation had an 
intimate undertone, and perhaps Alexi and | had indulged in some precursors of what would follow between us, 
years later. We never spoke about that night, but the memory of the Green Fairy had stuck in my mind for 


some years after the event. 


Tonight, | dreamt about her, after so many years. Greenie came to my sleep, upset and deeply worried. Stil 


green and small, with the same unruly mane, sprinkling green fairy dust and love. 


"Alexi is in danger!" she urged me to come to my senses. 


It had been a long time (by our standards) since we last had spoken with that short, arrogant bastard. He was 
keeping his cocky stance, too proud to listen to us and... blinded by the controversial beauty of his female 
"consort". Whom | hated. It was she who had dragged him into his decline, after all. She soaked him in alcohol 
during romantic dinners, showing off the diamond rings and gifts and disgusting, sleazy acts between them, a 
statement of their love - my ass - all posted on Instagram, only to witness his gaunt face look down with 
shame, withdrawn yet compliant to her whims. | had felt sorry for him - but he was a dick and she was 


there. Between us. Manipulating him like a lame marionette. 


"Allu is dead to me...” | think | mumbled under my breath to Greenie. 


"Liar!" she rebuffed me, shaking me by the shoulders, which made me open my eyes wide. 


"OK, what's wrong..? And what the f-" 


"Janne, he is dying! You gotta save him! Only you can do that!" she shook me well awake. "I trust you!" 


| woke up, soaked in sweat, although it was a cold December night, just a few days after Christmas, and a 
couple of weeks after our last, farewell show. | was suddenly restless, a sinking feeling in my stomach, a clench 


at my heart, something burdening my whole existence. 


| was well aware of Alexi's failing health; it was no secret among us - meaning the band. The disbanded band. It 
was a miracle that he was still alive, neglecting his daily insulin shot and drinking himself into a stupor with the 
parody of his "wife" - yes, in quotation marks, for we all knew what a fraud the term had been.. Maybe he 
needed to be completely wasted in order to achieve a lukewarm semifreddo erection and pretend to fuck her, 
satisfy her, god knows how (perhaps she was wearing a strap-on to fuck him), show her that he actually 
possessed a functioning dick after all and he was not completely.. decorative! We had never had such... levitation 


problems, who knows what had happened to him afterwards... But | am becoming sour and scathing again. 


It was a miracle that he was still walking and playing music when weighing only fifty kilos! That's not the weight 
for a l,o5-meter-tall man, forty years old! But he ignored our pleas for him to eat - and she chose to feed 
his male ego with fraudulent concepts, that he could "protect" a woman and a child - the child that he 


wouldn't have otherwise - and be capable of sustaining a real family. 


Speaking of children (and not Children of Bodom), | looked around me at the clock. It was still early for preparing 
the milk. You see, my girlfriend had given birth to our son five months ago and we had decided to give it a try 
together, to create a proper family for the child's sake now that the band had dissolved and there was no 
road - or music career - ahead of me. We would still play music, OK, but it wouldn't be the hectic, 


professional situation like with CoB that had corroded our balances. And Allu wouldn't be around. That hurt. 


The child and the new prospect opening up ahead of me would distract me from my misery and maybe help 


me become "normal" again. Bring me back to the right path in life. 


Who was | fooling anyway..? Without Alexi, | would never be normal again. Without Alexi, | would never be 
complete, a whole human being again. End of fucking story - if | may quote one of his favorite phrases that 


hurt me a lot quite a few times. 


‘Only you can save him." the Fairy's words rang an alarm bell in my mind. "Get your ass up, Janne, go find him! 


He's alone! Stop playing this stupid game, and reach out to him! Please, hurry! | can't stand to lose him!" 


‘| can't stand to lose him!" | repeated after her, agreeable. 


My wife stirred in our bed - the bed we hadn't shared for anything else but sleep, for a very long time, well 
before our son's birth - but didn't take notice of my inane murmurs and genuine turmoil. | slipped out of bed 
silently, put on some random clothes, probably mismatching, checked on my boy in his cot (sleeping serenely), 
and then fled. The only things | packed to take with me were a change of clothes, some money, my passport, 

and my driver's license. Oh, and a very particular pair of keys. 


| drove to Alexis apartment in southern Helsinki. | noticed some light behind his window, so | hurried to the 
main entrance of the building. | used one of those disused, obsolete keys to unlock the security door and 
rushed to his doorstep. | hoped that Greenie was right and that he was still alive. So much faith into a 
preposterous, childish fantasy... It crossed my mind that perhaps he was already dead, and | would be merely 
honored by discovering his decaying corpse - but dismissed the image my stupid brain created. | was in no 
mood for brutalities at the moment. l.. All these belonged to the past, it was ancient history, when the 
hormonal surge and unbridled lust could possibly lead to a brutal session in bed. He always liked me to be 
harsh and violent. Sometimes tender and emotional. Occasionally, he might have wanted me to smack him. He 


might... If only he was still alive in his fucking apartment. | would voluntarily slap him! 


| banged my fist on his door. Didn't dare use the other key that was melting in my flaming palm. 


No answer. 


| banged again harder, rang his doorbell persistently, then banged on the door again 


Nothing. 


My heart skipped a beat. 


Well, maybe she was fucking him and he was unavailable. Why, that was a valid explanation, despite how 


unsavory this seemed to me. 


| needed to get in there, immediately, although I'd loathe encountering a naked, creepy milf, cringing at my 
sudden invasion. But, if he was dead, she probably wouldn't be there. Who wants to stay with a dead body? 
Definitely not her! 


| didn't have to wait longer, thank god. The door cracked open, just a tiny gap according to actual sizes, yet big 
enough to fit his whole skeletal face and a portion of his naked body - a shoulder, some ribs and a little bit of 
a thigh? Nothing spectacular... 


| didn't wait for him to let me in and barged in, almost slamming the door on his astonished face. Like he would 
look any worse, if | accidentally broke his nose. 


"Janne! You? What the fuck!?" he exclaimed. He must have been showering - he was wet and naked, apart from 
a black hand towel that was wrapped around his child-sized hips. | smirked - a hand towel was big enough to 
cover his nakedness; it would take a huge bath towel to cover mine! What a contrast. And to think that once 
upon a time | fitted perfectly between those chopsticks! 


"Out!" | ordered peremptorily. 


"What?" 


"You deaf? Out!" 


"What does that mean?" 


"It means that you are done here! Say bye-bye! Now, out!" 


"Are you insane?" 


"That's YOUR privilege, my friend," | scoffed. 


"You have no right to tell me-" 


"-Oh, really? Shut up and come with me!" | pulled him by his thin, emaciated arm (god, make this twig an adult 


human-sized limb). 


As | pulled him, his tiny towel came loose and dropped onto the floor, divulging the bone collection | used to 
worship with wet kisses and hot suction and pay tribute to so often in the past - and enjoyed wholeheartedly. 


"Wow.. What a sight! Now go get dressed and follow mel" | feigned admiration. 


"You're out of your mind, Janne," he said and picked up his cigarettes from the coffee table, putting one in his 
mouth slowly and provocatively. | watched him lighting it unabashedly, taking his sweet time, as if we had 
abundant time in our hands to waste, not bothering to cover his nakedness in front of me. It was inappropriate, 
after all.. He deeply inhaled an adequate quantity of death, glaring at me with those fiery blue eyes, and that 


was enough for me; | slapped him across his face. 


| thought | was in no mood for brutalities. | guess | was wrong. 


He gawked at me, placing a palm over his sore cheek and | grumbled, "What? Stop it! It's killing you, don't you 


see?" 


"IIl call the police!" Alexi threatened after a minute's agitating pause. 


"Yeah, do that," | retorted and slapped his face again "In the meantime, you are following me. Do you hear me? 
Tonight you are coming with me! That was your last cigarette. Now, put on some warm clothes. We don't want 
to attract the attention of stray dogs, or scare anyone. Hurry! Chop-chop!" | clapped my hands to spur him to 
be quick. 


It took him a few moments to decipher the command and finally obey. He was gaping at me, surprised, perhaps 
with some astonishment apart from resentment, that chubby, loser Janne was being so decisive and "manly" at 
last. He put on his sweatpants - no underwear - and a COBHC hoodie and | dragged him out of his flat. We 
didn't even turn off the lights. 


"Say goodbye to all this!" | urged him and he looked at me questioningly. 


"Why?" 


"Tonight Alexi Laiho is gonna die!" 


Chapter 2: So | plot and | plan and hope and | scheme 


Author's Notes: 
Just a reminder that this story is fictional and wasn't written with the intention to make any profit, slander, 
or show disrespect for the real people involved. The title is taken from the song "Believe" by Savatage. Lastly, | 


must warn the reader that there are some violent (not sexual) scenes described. 


Note: (*) indirect reference to CoB's songs "I hurt" and "My Bodom" from their album "I worship chaos" 


Chapter 2 - So | plot and | plan and hope and | scheme. 


"Where the fuck are you taking me?" his voice cut the silence like a razor. His tone was sarcastic, disbelieving 
my intentions, not without reason. When have | ever been stern and decisive with him? He could bend me like a 


rubber band, so... 
"You'll see." 


| drove him to my parents’ cabin by the lake - the one that my brother Antti and | had converted into a 
rehearsal place for Warmen and used occasionally as a studio. Alexi and | used to withdraw there in the past, 
when we were young, and needed some privacy and isolation in order to get inspired for an upcoming release. 
We experimented on our instruments - and some drugs, but don't tell mom - trying to put an order to and 
chart his chaotic brain. And inevitably, we experimented with each other, experiencing some very intimate 
moments together, just the two of us, completely wasted or high and bulging with testosterone and mutual 
admiration. It was those times when we impersonated the symbol of perfection for one another; when we could 


confide in one another our darkest thoughts. Our secrets. 


Our first time together was there, on the floorboards of that same cabin Alexi writhing and bleeding under 
my uncoordinated and untargeted thrusts - and it was pure bliss. | wanted to please him, make him loosen up 
and moan in ecstasy, but failed so shamefully.. God, how could such a painful and embarrassing memory elicit 
so much affection in me? My heart was melting already and | shivered with love and lust for him, just by 


reliving it in my mind. 


| thought that what had started there, in that cabin, should transform there as well. The threshold of 


something new. His new life should begin there. And it should be me to initiate it; to save him. 


"You know, Allu.. Your Green Fairy visited me.." | started telling him, while driving and focusing on the path 
ahead of me, at the long, deserted road through the woods. He gave me a lopsided glance, with a faint smirk 
taking shape on his lips. 


"I thought it was only me who was accused of substance abuse." 
"Perhaps. But it was real. Caught me off guard, to be honest." 


"So now you see fairies and elves? What's next - aliens? Dude, you need to see a shrink, you know.. And you 


always blamed me for all the crazy shit! Freak!" he mumbled poignantly. 

"Greenie. YOUR Green Fairy. Cut me some slack, and listen to me!" 

"MY green fairy?" he asked me, incredulous. 

"You've forgotten all about her, haven't you?" | asked, disappointed and this time, he turned his head to face 
me doubtfully. | glanced at him through the mirror. He was intrigued and befuddled. However, | could sense his 
addled brain take a few swift spins inside his skull, putting some defunct brain cells into action, unearthing 
some preposterous, childhood fantasy while we were high after consuming god knows what illegal substance. 
"My fairy? The one.. You mean..2" and he motioned explicitly, unable to put our secret into words for fear 
someone would hear us and take him for a paranoid, maybe he was cautious about sounding absurd in front of 


me, by actually acknowledging the existence of fairies and elves and ghosts. 


"Yes, Alexi. Greenie, your Green Fairy, after whom you named your renowned guitar, with the green skull. The 


little creature in your bedroom in the attic, that fucking night in Espoo, so long ago." 


"Janne, you know that we're forty.. too old to believe in such things.. And we were stoned as fuck back then, 


you know.. And we did.. you know-" 

"Yeah, maybe, but we both know it was real", and we paused, each one secluded in his own thoughts. 

‘I've never seen her in.. twenty-five years? You know why? Because l'm a grown man!" 

"Oh, you say that you're mature now, right?" | scoffed. 

"Fuck you!" 

"| think you've lost all hope and innocence, Allu, thats why you haven't seen her. You act like a jerk. And look 
at what you have become! A dying man at thirty-nine? Jesus! How is this.. mature? How is this stance honest 
and glorious? Is this the right path in life? Is it rock'n'roll enough? Are you proud of yourself?" | blasted him 
with hurtful questions and he cringed, his brow creasing into a desperate frown. 

‘I've lived my life the way I've chosen and I'm willing to pay the price, Janne. I'm not gonna cower away, evading 


my responsibilities and the cost. I'm a proud man, you know, when it comes to responsibilities and 


compensation... 


„Responsibilities? For real? The word almost sounded blasphemous! How audacious of him to say that, when 
EVERYBODY knew how careless, how neglectful and irresponsible with taking care of his own self Alexi was! Was 
he taunting me? | wanted to slap him in the face again. Pathetic, proud, lazy fuck. 


"You're sick and you're scared but too damn proud and stubborn to admit it! So you prefer to lose your life 
like a rock'n'roll legend rather than use your brain, or humiliate yourself by asking for help to fix it! ‘Cause, it 
can get fixed, Allu! | do believe that - maybe that's why she came to me in my sleep to awaken me. | do 
believe her, that you can be saved, Allu." 


He stared persistently into the snow-clad scenery in front of us, seeking, wondering, asking a thousand 
questions that never crossed the border of his lips - questions that should have been asked a few years ago, 
in time. | watched furtively his blue eyes, so deep and heart-wrenching, as always, even devoid of the black 
kohl around them. Sad, blue eyes, looking bare and almost innocent, yet so seductive and penetrating; they tore 
my heart painfully. | couldn't prevent my lower lip from quivering, a prequel to bursting into tears in front of 
him, because even in that final moment, this last minute, after so many horrible fights, all | wanted to do was 
to pull the brake and turn to face him directly, cup his deformed face, kiss him with affection and promise 
him that he - we - could make it. ! would make all this happen at all costs! 


"We'll do this together. | promise. | should have been more persistent in the past. | should never have left you 


to your own devices. She spoilt youl” 


"Are you calling me stupid? That was none of your business!" he retorted and | gave him a dirty glance 
through the mirror. 


"The fuck it wasn't! We were together. We were one. It was my duty to care about you. l.. | just lost faith and 
was weak. And you were wild and malicious, an annoying little bitch. | cowered. Not anymore." | pulled the brake 
abruptly, turning off the engine. We were there. "Now your welfare is my business. Today, Alexi Laiho wil 
commit suicide. So, get into the cabin, sit down and write your final note, to explain your reasons. Write 
whatever you want. I'm gonna leave this note in your home in Helsinki and you'll drown in the Baltic Sea. It's 


cold and dark. It will be impossible for the authorities to recover your body." 
"You read too many novels, Janne.. Is that what family life with a child is all about?" he spewed his bile. 
"Maybe. That's why we're here now." 


| pulled him out of the car by his hands and pushed him to walk towards the door, without loosening my grip 
on him. He was hesitant, but eventually, he complied, as the cold and the snow were already torturing him - 
and my little Allu was pretty sensitive to the low temperatures. | unlocked the door with one hand, and placed 
the duffel bag with some random supplies that | had purchased at a gas station on the floor of the cabin It 
creaked ominously. Then | shoved him inside and locked the door behind us. Making sure that no one could have 
witnessed us, | finally turned on the lights. We were on our own, behind locked doors and shut windows. Time 


didn't matter anymore. 


SERRE RRR OR RRR RRR RRR REE 


He refused to look at me for the whole day, but | didn't mind. He was stubborn like an ass - but that was 
something | had known for years. No surprise. He was sitting on the floor, his back against the bed frame, his 
hands tied behind him and around the bedpost. It was impossible to move, even to stand up, but | couldn't risk 
him running away or attacking me by freeing himself from the restraints. Just a couple of hours before, he 
had become enraged and tried to kick me, which surprised me and | had to hold him more strongly in place, 
immobilized. Tying him to the bed frame was the only way my plan would work, and | know, it was vulgar and 


forceful (| was never a violent person) - but there was no other way. 


In fact, every other possible way of approaching Alexi in the past was met with a dead end - or a complete 
failure. There was no fucking way to talk some sense in his dense head - he would get annoyingly obstinate and 
act childishly. His late "faux-wife" had made things even worse in that regard, nurturing his vanity with 
luxurious shit, making him think he was important, "dominant, the only one" and feeding his perpetually failing 
self-esteem with preposterous bullshit men approaching their forties needed to hear, in order to remain active 
and sane. In the meantime, she drenched him in alcohol, to quiet any surviving brain cell from reacting. | can't 


believe that a man can be so blind and naive and be fooled so easily, like a toddler... 


And now he wouldn't even look at me. Huh.. Nothing new. | had gotten used to his rejection a few years ago - 
but | still loved him. | must admit that his deplorable state had tired me, and | had finally relented my 
emotional grip on him, but that didn't mean that | had all of a sudden ceased to care about him. | might have 
suppressed - no, buried six feet under! - my love for him, to set him free, but his welfare was always 
nagging at me. | knew that he needed me to help him out and support him, give him the boost - the kiss of life 
- he needed to stand up and go forth! ..But, no, Janne was the oppressive tyrant, Janne was the stupid one, 


the one who should get a life! Guess what - | let him go! And | got a life. And what did he achieve? Bullshit! 


| shouldn't have listened to him at all.. But, let's not dwell on the mistakes of the past, for things that are done 


can't be undone - and still, | hoped | had enough time to reverse his condition and that it wasn't too late. 


| approached him and knelt down by his side, offering him a glass of water and a sandwich. | had put chicken 
slices in it that | knew he liked He needed to eat, he was already skeletal and unhealthy. He pretended not to 
even register my presence. | smirked - what did he think, that he was clever? That he was making a point of 


not talking and not cooperating? 

"You must eat," | told him. 

"You must fuck off." Typical Allu. 

"Oh, ‘fuck off you say? How about | fuck you instead? I'd happily do that with you! Are you offering?" | 


surprised him with a bold statement because he gawked at me with an appalled stare as if | had expelled 


something unthinkable! As if this had never happened before, as if we weren't together, one item, him and me, 


love forever, as if we hadn't shared a couple of decades of intimacy... "Oh, you're straight now - | forgot. 


Sorry." | mocked him and he scoffed, taking his eyes away from me. 


"You're crazy, Janne. | thought it was me - but you're worse," he said, and | laughed like a madman, if only to 


confirm his allegation. 


"You've rubbed off on me, my friend. This is your creation But it's true. | am crazy. Crazy for you.. about 


you... with you.. All the alternatives are valid. Now eat" 

| don't want anything from you!" 

"Eat, you motherfucker! Eat!" | lost my temper and forced his head into the plate, shoving the corner of the 
sandwich into his mouth and holding him in place so that he had no other option but to chomp a bite and chew 


and swallow. 


Which he did, unwillingly - but there was nothing else he could do unless he wanted to test my unhinged 


mental state. 


| would happily force my dick into his mouth, but those two, big front teeth were still quite intimidating, and he 
was definitely the right one to put them to the wrong use. 


| didn't want to get circumcised at the age of forty! 


Chapter 3: Bloody kisses 


Author's Notes: 

This story is taking a.. darker turn (my specialty). | need to clarify that | respect all the countries that | refer 
to in this narrative and wouldn't like to offend any citizen with my words. It's fiction after alll The chapter title 
is inspired by Type o Negative's same-titled song ( or even the whole album). The pun (*) refers to CoBis 
album (and song) "I worship chaos". Alexi Laiho used to say that this title expressed him perfectly, as he 


couldn't manage silence and order. So, there you go! Hope you enjoy! 


Chapter 3 - Bloody kisses 


He managed to fall asleep, at last. | laid him on the bed and covered him with a warm duvet. He looked serene, 
probably due to exhaustion. He still wouldn't be feeling comfy, handcuffed and tied by the ankles, but it was 
better than drooping and swaying at weird angles while being restrained on the floor in a sitting position. He 
hadn't made a fuss when | put him down on the mattress. | was tempted to lie down beside him and cuddle 
together, hold him in my arms until his breathing regulated and his body relaxed, as we used to in the past. 
But | suppressed my urge. One step at a time. | restricted myself to simply running my fingers lightly along his 
hollow cheeks. Affectionately. 


That left me with the hard couch and a blanket, but at least | had the fireplace in the living room, for 


compensation. It warmed my heart and tense body. 


| sat down before the fire, poured myself a glass of some questionable hard alcoholic beverage, and took a sip. 
Only then did | realize how exhausted | was. | needed rest - and a fresh mind. My head was a huge pot of 
palpable, boiling thoughts, ready to explode. 


My cell phone buzzed, it was my wife, if only to remind me that | hadn't been thrown into the world without 
any ties, any connections - that | belonged somewhere. So far, | had evaded further explaining my sudden 
absence through a brief text message. | had to answer this, to buy myself some time and quench any possible 


turmoil. 
"Hey, | was going to call you.." My voice sounded tender. 


"Where are you, Janne? It's been over a day.." In the background, | heard my son cooing and felt immediately a 


stab of remorse in my heart. What an asshole | was. 


"You see." | hesitated. "It's weird that the band is over.. That we are not together anymore. | can't stop 
thinking about it. This is.. This is all too much for me." 


"Hmm.. That doesn't sound so good.. Are you OK?" 


"What does OK mean? Is it even possible to be OK?" | scoffed. "I had some inspiration - maybe it's futile since... 
You know. But we could still use it with Antti.. For Warmen.. So that it's not a waste.." My voice faltered. It 

wasn't a lie; my pain for the end of CoB was still tearing me apart - thats why | had ended up like this: half- 
crazy and depressed. | still had Warmen, true, but... It wasn't the same. Nothing would be the same anymore. | 


was being honest with her, except for the type of my inspiration which wasn't musical at all 
"Baby, don't let it take you down." 

"Well, that was my whole life! Aren't | supposed to be feeling down? It's weird and." 

"| know it hurts—" 


"-No you don't! My life has fallen apart! | fucking am devastated! | need to be alone for a while." | said after a 
pause, venting my genuine distress. 


"We miss you, you know.." she told me expectantly and | smirked. 
"Yeah... | know. How's the baby?" 
"He's fine. Wants his daddy!" 


"Daddy loves him" - but daddy loves Alexi, too, | added mentally, shamelessly and | felt contempt for myself. "I'l 


call you soon. Give him a big kiss for me..." 


As if in sync, the moment | hung up, Alexi's cell phone started to vibrate and to my dislike, | saw the 
Australian's name on the screen. | watched the screen flash, impassively, until the call went to voice mail, 
gloating at the indirect rejection. | pondered for a while, before taking the initiative to... impersonate Alexi and 
send her a bland text message, only to shut her up for some time. She tended to be persistent when her 
requests went unanswered. | didn't want her pestering us. She used to be overly controlling of my perpetually 
loud but submissive Alexi. Why would she change now? "m out and its too loud in here. Having a drink and talking 
with some mates about forming a new band Dont wanna say big words.. Hopefully, they won't betray me like my 
brothers.. To hell with them, now they can fuck off" | pressed the "send" button. | snorted. | don't know what 
crazy inner force made me write about a new band, or the dramatic last part.. Maybe | was subconsciously 
remorseful for splitting up CoB. Maybe | wanted to drive her attention away from us and ignite her contempt 
for Allu's former colleagues - and brothers. 


It didn't take long before she replied "Thats my baby! Honey, Im so proud of youl You are the best, the only one 
who's worth it! They were always leeching off your talent, useless assholes! | hope you know now who really cares 
about you! Love you so much! | wish | could kiss you and cuddle in your arms.. Our bed feels so empty without 
you.."| cringed at her words. So they cuddled, huh, as we did..? | felt jealous and tossed the cell phone away 
after switching it off, with mixed feelings. Now | had proof that she resented us and was turning him against 


us. Not that it mattered anymore, because we were no more.. 


Disappointed, | took another sip of my drink and made myself more comfortable on the couch. | shouldn't let a 
stupid message upset me. | wasn't a disgruntled teenager. | mean, that's what she was supposed to tell him, 
right? | had a goal. And | should get a solid plan ASAP. Alexi ought to get medical treatment for his alcohol 
addiction and his failing liver. | didn't know what kind of treatment that would be - a surgery? A transplant? 
The only thing | knew was that this wasn't happening in Finland. So, | needed to smuggle him out of the country. 
Where? Shit fucking helll | had to consult the.. omniscient Google. Maybe get him a new ID first - or vice 


versa. 


| picked up the envelope that contained Alexi's suicide note. | hadn't left it at his apartment yet. | was waiting 
for New Year's Eve to pass, and for the.. festivities to be over with. People tend to remember their families 
and old friends on such days, and his absence would be more pronounced. It would raise suspicion. | hadn't read 
the note yet, out of respect. | guess respect didn't matter at this point. | opened the envelope and took out the 
letter, almost reverently. What did | expect to find? A confession that he loved me? 


"Well, it seems that the road has finally reached an end My life has become a shitload of pain and disappointment 
Ive never felt so lonely and tired before.. | can’t take it anymore. | cant stand the fucking pain of my condition 
anymore. | can’t stand my thoughts anymore. Without YOU | am nothing YOU did that to me. CoB has been my 
child, and now | had to give that child away. | thought | was stronger. As it seems, | am not. | am a conceited, 
stubborn coward, a piece of shit. And now | wish to go, to fulfill at last, my unfinished task Death is beckoning to 
me. | am sorry to those lve mistreated Im sorry to those who might stil love me. Let this be my kiss goodbye to 
all of you. Mom, Dad, Im sorry Ive disappointed you. Im sorry. Allu.” 


Tears were already streaming down my cheeks, dotting the paper with random splotches, a sign of authenticity 
- Alexis genuine, tearful and heartbreaking bequest. Damn, this was a punch in my face. This was far too real. 
| could hear him speaking those words. | knew Allu. And this hurt a lot. | folded the paper and put it back in the 


envelope. 
The plan. | had to set everything up. And be quick. 


SRR REE OR RRR REE RRR RE KK 


Alexi was scrutinizing me with eyes that revealed a concoction of clashing ingredients. There was contempt, a 
ton of it; there was pain, drowsiness, nervousness, hyper-alertness, irritability and perhaps curiosity, doubt. 
Sometimes he gave me the impression that deep inside himself, he enjoyed my initiative, he was impressed, 
intrigued. But these instances were very scarce, so probably it was my wishful thinking, after reading his 
suicide note. 


He was sitting on the floor, by the bedpost again, where | had handcuffed him by the wrists. His erratic state 
of mind made him blabber and sing all the time, making obnoxious, mocking voices to distract me - and annoy 


me, eventually. The building tension was making the air stuffy and choking. 


Apparently, he had sensed my agony and confusion as well as the contradiction in the fact that apart from 
being crude in kidnapping him and determined to save him, | was totally ignorant of what to do next. | had no 
reliable plan to tackle the chore | had taken on. "Saving him" - such a promising and flamboyant statement, but 


beyond that was only uncoordinated chaos. And so far, only Alexi worshiped chaos*. And that's where chaos 


had brought us. 


| didn't need to tell him that | was flustered and frustrated; | manifested all the telltale symptoms that even a 
child would have been able to discern. | was pacing back and forth nervously, sweating despite the extreme 


winter cold, trying to put my thoughts in order and find a reasonable solution 


| avoided looking at him. | wasn't even speaking to him anymore, for he was brimming with sarcasm and bile. He 
was uncooperative and taunting, and his stance only exacerbated my agony. As if | didn't expect it. Or, to be 
fair, as if | didn't deserve it. And then it was his damn, heart-wrenching final note. Each and every word 


pounded in my mind restlessly, driving me to so many different, clashing assumptions. Was he addressing me in 


it? 


"So now what, smart-ass? What are your Big Plans? Or did you just drag my ass here to.. seduce me?" he 


snorted. 


He started teasing me with abrasive, repetitive questions, in all possible variations. | struggled hard to ignore 
him. 


"Janne, Janne.. Clever Janne... Always caring, loving Janne.. Janne, the good boy.. the saint.. Janne, the logical 
one! The scientist.. Doctor Janne..." 


"Perhaps you could kill me, right here, right now and fulfill my suicide note.. Make it more realistic, you know.. 
| hate lies." 


"Janne... The scowl on your face.. Makes you look old and serious. Daddy-serious. And your fraying, long and 


wafting hair.. Makes you look paranoid. Am | in trouble, daddy?" 


"Are you mute, love? You used to be more talkative. Is there something wrong with your vocal cords? You 


aren't expected to sing - your voice sucks anyway - just play your fucking keys!" 
"You know, | hate keyboards. In my next band, I'm not gonna hire a keyboardist..." 


"Janne! | need to pee! Put my leash on and take me out for a walk. | promise, | won't bite - just mark my 


territory!" 


He kept on mocking me and | was growing more agitated because, damn, OK, | had kidnapped him for a greater, 
benevolent purpose, but so far, my inspiration and my plans were stalling. All of a sudden, only problems arose 


that | couldn't just evade, predict, or ignore. 


| needed more time, and he needed medical help - urgently! If Alexi were to be saved, he needed to be admitted 
to a trustworthy clinic somewhere abroad. Clinics and hospitals.. Was | the one to evaluate his health condition? 
That was a joke! Where in the fucking world do they carry out such treatments? Spain? Italy? Germany? 
Russia? Greece? Turkey? Cuba? Colombia? Argentina? Indonesia? Japan? USA? -No, the latter was out of the 
question, despite the remarkable health records. We had a huge fan base there and we would get caught. The 
USA was another world. | dreaded the prospect of being arrested and ending up in a US prison for a felony. All 
those gruesome Netflix scenes, behind the bars, flooded my mind. 


| should get him the new ID most preferably before the note was discovered - after New Year's Day, and 
before Alexi was considered officially dead. | didn't have the faintest idea how this could be achieved in the 
modern world - | SERIOUSLY had to come up with something really strong, persuasive and.. legit. God forbid! | 
wished that it wasn't the ZIst century.. Damn technology! 


And there were people out there, of course. People who cared about us and would notice our... unjustifiable, 


simultaneous disappearance! The Aussie. My wife. His parents. Our siblings. Henkka and Jaska - to name a few. 


More pressing issues were imminent, though. | should feed him. Clean him up and dress him in fresh, warmer 
clothes. Provide him with his diabetes medication! How do | start the procedure to save him? He was an addict 
- soon he would be going through withdrawal. He was already itchy and edgy. Should | let him go through it 
here, raw, cold-turkey, or hand him a beer and a packet of cigarettes - or opioids? Could he possibly 
overcome that difficult stage unscathed? Was the cabin adequately equipped? | should consult a fucking doctor. 
What if people noticed the strange activity here in the woods, and heard the screams? A cold shiver ran down 


my spine. 


My fingers had caught fire typing on my laptop, and surfing the internet. My brain was already aching - and 


that damn fucker was provoking me with his acidic comments. 


"Have they found my body? Or has the investigation stopped because of the severe weather?" his annoying 


voice was heard again. 


"| haven't been to your house yet. So, no, they haven't found you yet. You're still.. alive." | thought to inform 


him. 


"Why?" he feigned concern and almost persuaded me. "What are you waiting for? For me to really die?" he 
went on and | scoffed. His sense of humor hadn't abandoned him, like his spirit and his flesh. 


"lim waiting for after New Year's Eve," | replied sternly. 


"Oh, so we're celebrating together? How romantic... 

"Shut up, Allu" 

"Why, do | piss you off? What are we waiting for? My mom must be upset. | worry about her! 
"Then you should have thought about her earlier, you fucking idiot, before you destroyed yourself!" 


"Ouch... Touché. Perhaps no one cares about me, and they don't discover the note for two months... That 


would suit you fine, huh?" 
"You never fucking stop, do you? Have you always been so fucking annoying?" 
"Oops! Janne is getting harsh... Janne is pissed off.. Janne doesn't know what he is doing!" 


"Will you shut up?!" | needed something to calm my nerves and numb my senses, instead of punching him in 


the face. 


| went to the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the fridge, opened the can, and chugged its contents sloppily, spilling 


drops all over my sweater. | wiped them with my hand and drank some more. 


www... Janne is worried.. Perhaps Janne cares about his little pet?” Alexi said in a saccharine voice, his eyes 
"A J d.. Perhaps J bout his little pet?" Al d h his ey 


gleaming with want at the sight of my beer. 


Instinctively, | withdrew it from his eyes, but | needed the booze to mitigate the effect of my excruciating 
thoughts. Come to think about it, it was a bit ironic - slobbering down that beer in front of the alcoholic | was 
allegedly saving. Show the rope and the noose to the one who just attempted suicide, huh? But it was not my 
fault that he had gotten so out of control! | wasn't an addict, and | needed the beer to calm down and try to 
think more clearly. For his sake. | was doing this for him. | clung to that claim. My mantra. | wasn't the one in 


the wrong. | was the good guy. 


"So drink to forget.. and drown all your sorrows.. Bury your dreams.. choose mind refinery." Alexi started to 
sing ‘Nepenthe' by Sentenced - a song that had marked our youth and which we had sung together in every 
questionable state of stupor and undress - obnoxiously imitating the guitar notes between the lyrics with his 


Voice. 
| became further irritated, but | guess that was his goal. 
‘Ooooh! Shut the fuck up! I'm trying to think here! Helloll" | burst out and emptied my beer in one chug, 


dramatically hurling the empty can in his direction. It hit the wall and bounced back, in front of his astonished 
eyes. And just like that, he went quiet. 


Was he startled? He only licked his lips sensually, keeping his eyes fixed on me, observing my every move, my 
every reaction, my every grimace, silently assessing my mental state. The dull, mossy-blue color of his eyes 
was suddenly lit up with an eerie spark His face now gave off signs of interest, a type of inappropriate desire, 


the kind of sexual attraction he used to show me ten years ago. For a moment | was befuddled. 
"What, Allu?" | asked him but didn't get an answer, apart from his gleeful stare. 


And his lips. Wet. Fuller. Sexy. He was licking them, biting his bottom lip meaningfully, giving me a silent 
invitation. | was used to that kind of look in the past. | knew what it meant - and that was the most baffling of 


all 

"What?" 

"Will you kiss me?" he asked me finally. 

That couldn't be real. My hearing must have been impaired. 
"What?" | questioned, doubtful. 

"Will you kiss me?" he repeated. He even blushed. 


That was it. | became emotional. My precarious mental state and the avalanche of consecutive rejections | had 


earned from Alexi the last five years made me blind but eager, no, desperate for any kind of approach. 


This was MY ALLU speaking - not the deranged jerk. | melted at the tone of his voice, the blush on his cheeks. 
| craved that single request. He'd been so negatively predisposed against me thus far that | had written off 
any possibility of getting closer and tasting his lips ever again. Now, that's exactly what he was asking me - 
and | thought that a miracle had happened, transporting us through time, back to some better year. | even 
thought that his face had suddenly acquired the youthful fullness and naughty naiveté of MY ALLU. 


My Allu.. Yes, yes, yes.. All| want is you. 


| knelt before him wordlessly and tenderly put my lips on his. The mere touch made my dick jolt to life! All my 
blood pooled between my legs, in a flash. | was mesmerized. It had been so long.. So many years... And his lips.. 


Oh, his lips were soft and warm and yielding. 


He opened his mouth eagerly to indulge me, to invade mine. His tongue was disproportionately strong compared 


to his feeble, weakened physique. | noticed he was shaking. What... 


He breached my lips forcefully and started to suck my mouth deeply with every fiber of his being as if | was 
something exotic and ambrosiall He breathed in my air eagerly, draining my oral cavity of any saliva and liquid 


residue, like a leech. He even moaned with questionable euphoria. 


And then it dawned on me. 


He wasn't kissing me. He was kissing the remnants of the beer in my mouth, absorbing as much as he could of 
the alcohol. He was an addict - and | had suddenly become the vessel of his drug, even if he would have to 


compromise with minuscule quantities and an abundant exchange of body fluids with someone he detested. 
All my hopes and happiness plummeted to hell in a second, replaced by indescribable disappointment. | stopped 
kissing him, paralyzed with inner pain, before retracting my tongue from his mouth. | took a step back almost 


in tears and stared at him, at the ecstasy morphing his characteristics into a mask of bliss. 


"You damned addict..! You fucking whore! Its THIS" - and | scrunched the empty beer can with my hand - "that 
you want - not mel Slut! Liar! What a fool.. What a fool | am!" | shot up to my feet and kicked his sprawled 
legs with fury and contempt, while he was sniggering hysterically in my face. Physical pain didn't affect him. 


His eyes were tearful, but not with grief. No, he was delirious with the pain of withdrawal and the inadequate 
satisfaction he was striving to get through that frigging kiss. 


"What did you think, you egotistical perv? That suddenly, after all these years and all that shit, | wanted to go 


all romantic on you? For crying out loud." he barked 

"You lied to me." 

"Its not my fault that you're stupid!" 

"Shut up! Fuck off!" 

"Weirdo!" 

"Fuck youl You lied to mel l. Everything I've been doing is out of love - for youl And you.." | blurted, really 
inconsolable now, tears | couldn't hold back running from my eyes. 

"Well, | HATE you after all the shit you've set up for me!" 

"| wanna save you!" 


"You have KILLED me - you and your friends! And now you're destroying me and you haven't even figured out 


what to do with me! YOU SUCK!" he yelled, frenzied. 


| flew into a rage because he was right. Everything he was accusing me of made sense - even if | denied it. | 
wanted to smack his gaunt face, break every bone and beat him to a bloody pulp, bubbling with pain, if only to 
avoid seeing the hatred oozing out of the face that once showed me love. He was evil! Thats what she had 
made him into - evil like herself! He was sabotaging my efforts and was turned so radically against me that it 


was unnatural. He didn't seem to value anything at alll | was nothing to him anymore. | was just a harassing, 


obsessed ex-colleague who had become creepily dangerous. That's how he saw me. 


My urge to punch him didn't subside, so | thought I'd better move away from him for fear I'd go all 
animalistic on him, out of control. Instead of smashing his face, | bashed my fist on the wall and left the 
bedroom, kicking the door closed behind me. 


| ran out of the cabin, into the white, snow-clad forest. | ran without a specific destination, until my legs 
wouldn't serve me anymore and the snow was knee-deep, a physical obstacle. Then | plopped down on the white 
fluff and cried out loud, releasing a desperate yell that echoed in the emptiness - a desolate, black metal 


shriek | was on the verge of paranoia 


"Forgive him.. Forgive him.. He's sick! Thats why he is here.. He doesnt know what he's doing! Don't take him 
seriously, Janne! Forgive hm.. You love him” a little voice recited inside my head and | thought | saw green 
glitter peppering the purity of the white snow in front of me. | muffled my sobs with my hands, trying to 
focus on those preposterous, preternatural signs that had suddenly become my sole tie with reality. A 


hallucination, to keep me sane. 


When | returned to the cabin, composed and somehow tranquil, it was already dark and the lights were out. He 
obviously couldn't turn them on, from his position He was bouncing between sleep and wakefulness, his head 
tilting precariously forward. He would have plummeted face down on the floor, if there were no restraints to 
keep him in place. | stood at the threshold and gazed at him, trying to fathom my feelings for the creature in 
captivity. Was it worth it? All that fuss and pain.. What did | feel for him? 


No. | loved that creature. Despite how life had brought things between us, | still loved him. I've always loved 
him! He was just sick and needed my help. This was my last chance! 


| went to the kitchen, grabbed another beer from the fridge, and approached him with confident steps. He 
opened his eyes only when | was looming above his head, gave me a resigned look and closed them again. | slid 
down next to him and cracked the beer open for him. | guess one more beer wouldn't make his condition any 
worse. | would arrange his insulin dose as I'd always done in the past, when he wouldn't accept the fact that he 
was diabetic and he would risk passing out, out of stubbormess. As for detox.. | guess it could wait for 


another day. 

He gave me a wary, cautious look, discrediting my intentions. 

"For you. | know it's tough for you. One won't matter, huh?" 

| put the can on his lips and kept him steady by holding the back of his head. | struggled not to caress his silky 


hair and twine my fingers in the long strands. He downed the precious liquid | was offering him in thirsty gulps, 


without uttering any words. ‘Thanks! and ‘Sorry’ would sound offensive and misused, in such a context. 


Chapter 4: Deep Shit 


Author's Notes: 
WARNING: there is a scene including descriptions of human body functions that the reader may find disturbing. 


The story is inspired by some real events which are used in a "distorted" perspective to support and fit the 
narrative, therefore no disrespect is intended. | have no idea about what Alexi's medical condition entailed, so all 


that is described here and on relies on my imagination and some medical facts to make it more realistic. 


There are some puns and references in the narrative. To help the reader, (*I) is a pun based on the title of 

the famous movie "Saving Private Ryan’ (without the military element). Reference (*2) is a shout-out to my 
story "I thought we'd be alone..", posted here on Rockfic a year or so ago, and talks about a fictive holiday to 
Greece. It's not necessary for the reader to check it, as it is not substantially connected with this one. It took 
a lot of discussion, research, and counseling with people here to finally decide where to "send" Alexi and Janne. 
In that sense, my old story worked as a convenient"pass", without planning it to be so. Lastly, Janne's words 

marked as (*3) refer to a 2015 online Q$A with him and Alexi, where he made a comment leaving somehow a 


bitter note. Again, this worked in favor of the turn my story takes and supported the choices made. 


| need to clarify that | respect all the countries that appear in this chapter (and later on) and whatever is said 
is not meant to demean their citizens. This will be an international story, so there might be references that 


may strike you as weird - but | assure you, there is no political or racist insinuation. 


| hope you enjoy! 
Chapter 4 - Deep Shit 


The New Year found us sitting on the floor of the living room, before a blazing fire, back-to-back. The 
atmosphere was idyllic, promising a romantic night as a couple; what a farce.. We were together on a physical 
level, our bodies resting against each other, yet we were not staring at one another. Each of us was immersed 
in his own thoughts. | had handcuffed him to my wrist and was holding a beer with my free hand. | had 
offered him one, to celebrate 2020, which he accepted silently, but eagerly. | even allowed him to smoke a 
cigarette inside the cabin! He was reasonably shocked by my generosity. Never before, in our "previous" life, 


had | ever allowed such.. blasphemy! 


Earlier, we had contacted our spouses and families. | let him make two phone calls, like an inmate: one to the 
redhead, and the other to his parents, under my close surveillance. | was glaring at him and he was careful 


with his words. Surprisingly, he didn't give away any incriminating information. No distress call. He even complied 


with my directives and played his "detached-and-depressed-Alexi" role perfectly. Perhaps he was persuaded by 
my grand idea, who knows? He said he was staying at home on his own because he wasn't feeling like partying 
- which fitted his general melancholic attitude. He hung up the phone telling his mother that he loved her, 
which should have been enough to alarm them. Again, it suited me perfectly, 


| spoke with my wife and promised to go home the following morning. It would be the ideal opportunity to drop 
by Alexi's apartment afterwards on my way back to the cabin, to pick up his medical records, his medication, 
any cash that could be of use, and some particular clothes. I'd leave the suicide note and his cell phone on the 


kitchen table, and thus, establish him among the deceased, once the note was discovered. 
"Will you be alright?" | asked him before leaving the cabin and he grunted, annoyed. 
"What's the point, you know..? Why do you care?" 


| need to be sure that you won't do something crazy while I'm away," | said while adjusting his restraints to 
provide him enough freedom of movement to drink water safely from the plastic bottle with a straw | had left 
beside him. | made sure to minimize any possibility of self-harming. | didn't trust him yet. "I promise it won't 


take me long. | need to find your medical records and leave your note," | explained and he huffed. 


"Why are you doing this to me? Why all the fuss, Janne? If you cared so much about me, you wouldn't have 
fucking left the band in the first place.. But no, all three of you quit and abandoned me... So, what's all this?" 


| have no other way to help you. It's the only way to save you." 
"| don't fucking want to be saved! | never asked you for this!" 


"You're dying! Don't you see that? | can't allow that to happen to you. |." | hesitated for a moment, weighing 
my words. "You are too precious to be wasted. Despite your stupidity and stubbornness, | still want you to live. 
|.. | care about you. | love you. So, l'm getting you serious medical treatment abroad, away from everything 
and everyone that corrupts you. Away from your hideous lifestyle. Detox and treatment, that's the plan," | 


simply declared. 


He sneered, "You left me, Janne. You wanted out. You and the other two! It's always been you, who's felt 


uneasy, who couldn't put up with me. So, what the hell changed now?" 
‘Ive always loved you, Allu..” 


"The fuck you did! You just wanted to control everything! You wanted a wife and a secret.. "mistress", you 
wanted CoB to run smoothly, but you didn't want any of my terms! You wanted order, but this wasn't 
happening with junkie-me around! You said you love me but you always held back every time | needed.. more. 
And then you hated that | got a wife, following your example, my friend! You have always wanted to be normal, 
the good guy. | was always the perv, the crazy one, the faulty one! Do you need to play the good guy again, 
Janne? Is that it? ‘Cause, you know.. | don't believe that you actually love me, dude.. |... | just don't!" 


"Stop it, Alexi. Please.. Stop." | sniffled, trembling with anger and despair. 


Was he blind? Naive? How dare he doubt me? What a distorted perspective of reality! | was always there for 
him, willing to excuse his foolish actions and the thoughtless substance abuse - | loved him unconditionally! | 
had spent weeks in hospitals for him, learnt to take care of his medical condition like a devoted nurse, for 
fuck's sake! Our relationship was weird and awkward, but it was real. It was supposed to be a joke at first - 


and before | realized it, it had become more binding than wedlock. 


It was difficult to handle the overwhelming feelings. | guess we never figured out how to manage them; 
whenever he was more open about us, | ran away, like a scared child. Yet, we always found our way to each 
other, lurking in the shadows, "vanishing" for a few days, sleeping over at each other's places or in each 
other's bunks. It was inevitable, it was fate. Always together, and then not, a convenient on-off situation that 
lasted for two decades. But the guys knew about us! It wasn't a secret among us.. What did he want - for us 


to come out on a global scale? Jesus fucking Christ! 


OK, | might have caused him frustration, by being weaker than him. Shier. Less spontaneous. | wasn't strong 
enough to openly support what was going on between us. But it didnt mean that | didn't love him profoundly. 
My stance must have hurt him. And he became detached - hell-bent on adopting a more normal lifestyle, with 
women and stuff. Was it a statement? Some kind of revenge? This initiated his downfall. His inner demons took 
hold of his mind, and we were shattered by his self-destructive behavior. | lost faith in him. | was tired and 
depressed. | could clearly see him spiraling out of control, but didn't dare to step up and stop him, to intervene 
just in time! | knew very well what could help him. It was ‘us'- but it scared me. Instead, | chose to shun all 
responsibility and take refuge in safety and normalcy; | got married and left him to his own demons, and openly 


showed how much | resented all his choices. 


| wasn't there for him. Part of his decline was my fault. My conscience was still burdened with guilt. I've 


always loved him, melted for him and hated myself for being a coward. | guess it was time this changed. 


KEKEKE OR RRR RRR RRR EEK 


The problems deriving from the "Saving Alexi Laiho"*! scenario were becoming a serious pain in the ass. Every 
time | thought | had settled one issue, another would arise, wreaking havoc in my head, tangling my nerves and 


exhausting my already-decimated patience. 


| would haunt a local net-café whenever Alexi was being unapproachable, using a nameless, public computer 
just for a couple of hours, doing my research and finding worldwide contacts in the liver illnesses field. | looked 
up the treatments, from plain surgery to possible transplants, transplants from living donors, medical 
complications and life expectancy. More complicated cases, when the patient is a diabetic - and an addict. | had 
gathered his medical records and added them all in a collective, anonymous file, to be handy for remote 


evaluation, but still.. All these hardly made any sense to my definitely non-medically educated brain. | should 


have enrolled in the Medical University, not Architecture. Now, | had to rely on the specialists‘ web pages and 
e-diagnosing, presenting horrendous details, only to shake me NEVER to touch that bottle myself again. | was 
staring at my freshly-opened Corona, resting in front of me, next to the mouse, and instead of going for a 


rich gulp, | was visualizing the distortion and the tremendous damage on Allu's liver, pancreas, and intestines... 


Could he actually be healed? | mean, realistically speaking.. There had to be a way! So many rich, famous people 
with virtually defunct organs were sustained by cutting-edge medical treatments. How did they achieve that? 
And don't tell me that money and fame could buy that! 


His collaboration was mandatory, but up to that day, it seemed impossible! | admit that | was wrong to kidnap 
him like that. | only made him furious. Gosh, how lame this all sounded! How had | ended up being the 
perpetrator, the "bad guy" and not the "good one" as | had always boasted | was? Upset, | resorted to that 
beer that was standing there, alluring, effervescent, and fresh, and to hell with the consequences! 


Cuba's medical system was remarkable and relatively cheap - unlike the airline tickets and the visa that would 
cost us a fortune, preventing any chance of revisiting any time soon, much less on a regular basis. It was 
half-heartedly ticked off my list. Same for Indonesia and Japan - my favorite option - too difficult to stay 
there for an extensive period of time. | knew Alexi would like Cuba. He always enjoyed the warmer climates - 
and Cuba had some very special, old-fashioned, and artistic vibes that | thought would help his mental health. 
Not that he would take on salsa dancing - or, why not? Law evasion also flourished there and one could easily 


go off-radar if they had to. Like us. 


| had to find a closer destination, more feasible, economically speaking. A place | could afford to invest a big 
part of my income on hospitalization, rehabilitation, residence, and transportation. Most preferably within the 
EU for insurance coverage and procedural shortcuts, for myself, as | knew beforehand that it would be me 
funding the project. A place where one could still pay in cash. A destination where one could be treated 
medically without the risk of becoming a human guinea pig or worm food, and at the same time could live off 
the grid. Legitimately. Oh, and that would have a mild climate, with enough sunlight for my precious Wild-Old- 
Child. 


Spain and Greece were the best options. Crime and tax evasion flourished down there in both countries, it was 
all over the news. Fairly sound healthcare systems. Cheaper flights, closer to Finland, and a legit right for an 
EU citizen to stay there as long as they wished without any sort of permit. All cool so far. We had a big, loyal 
fan base in Spain - which was not so cool for this purpose. And Spain had very strict European neighboring 
countries, which equaled more serious controls at the borders. Greece borderline beat Spain because it was a 
tad closer, in the same time zone, used an illegible alphabet but still Greeks spoke better English than Spanish 
people did. Not to mention the chaotic geography with the hundreds of islands, where one could literally 


disappear forever, and the non-EU neighboring countries that made our transportation "safer", control-wise. 


Not again down there, south of my heaven.. OK, Allu would like it. We had spent quite a memorable vacation - 


my 2008 gift to him? - when we were young and in love, a completely alternate universe. | held a grudge 


against that place. Did they ever pay us back the money they owed us for the concert in 2013%32 Crap, | was 


obsessing again. 


If | was skeptical about Greece, then definitely Alexi of 2020 would adore it - just to go against my desires 
and make me suffer. The fuck with it! I'd go along with his whims, if this guaranteed his cooperation I'd go live 
in Greece forever. How perfect.. With some concern, | googled the Greek airlines’ safety records - almost 
impeccable. | wouldn't admit to Allu that | was scared of unknown airlines (ironic, considering that we had flown 
on ancient aircraft with questionable safety records back in the day, touring all over the world). | checked that 
Finnair and even SAS flew down there. So, hell-o Greece! We are coming back to you - yay! Let's throw a 


beach party.. 


Now, | needed a hospital that would treat Alexi for his fucked up, complicated, terminal condition, put him in 


rehab, and an accomplice. 
An accomplice who wouldn't be aware of what | was up to. 


My first thought was contacting his ex-girlfriend, wife, fagade - Kim, his beard. Maybe she had some pretty 
useful acquaintances that would be willing to provide me with a fake ID. She was American, she had numerous 
obscure contacts all over northern Europe - and she loved Alexi, even if he couldn't love her back the way 
she had secretly hoped for. They were supposed to be "friends", whatever that entailed. He had helped her 
procure her residence permit by marrying her back in 2002. She owed him. And she knew about us, she knew 
everything from the very beginning and was supposed to be cool with sharing him with me, his respectable 
public cover for the journalists’ and the rest of the world's eyes, to hide the embarrassing truth. She 
possessed him legally - | possessed him emotionally. She was married to him - | fucked him. All cool, you know. 


Never mind that she hated me after they broke up in 2004. 


That rendered calling her back after so many years and so many changes out of the question. There was no 
chance she would support my plan, without any interference - or profit. She could likely profit from his will if 
‘Alexi Laiho' was declared dead, but | doubted that Alexi's family and the redhead would let that prospect 
thrive for a day. 


So no, Kim was ticked off the list pretty quickly. 


Could Henkka or Jaska do it, then? The thought didn't quite sit well in my mind. They were such law-abiding, 
quiet guys... Jaska in particular was a saint, in my eyes. They couldn't keep a secret and live with that 
knowledge without becoming suspiciously obvious. OK, Henkka might be able to play his part and be persuasive 
in front of cameras, but in the end, the hoax would be revealed. They would get into trouble, which was unfair. 
So, no. My dearest brothers, who supported Alexi and helped hide our relationship from the media, were not 
qualified accomplices. That didn't leave any other possible options. All the names that came to my mind were 


respectively ticked off, which left me only with myself. That hurt. 


May as well get another beer, mix it with some Jameson That's right - make that liver treatment mandatory 


for myself, too. 


| needed to wrap it up soon. My ‘victim' demanded special treatment and would grow impatient and queasy, 
maybe worried about my welfare - laugh out loud at that! | had to go back to the cabin, feed him, shower 
him and, maybe drug him with some mild sedative to grant me a few hours of silence and peace without 
having to tolerate his incessant, rancorous comments and bitter ranting. Then | could continue scanning the 
internet, setting up my plan, searching for the best available way to reach fucking Greece, or wherever we'd 


wind up. 


| stood up from the net-café computer and lost my balance due to the inebriation. Fucking hell! I'd had a lot to 
drink, dammit. | managed to stagger to the counter to pay my bill and check out. The time had flown so quickly, 
without my having perceived it. | had already been missing for over six hours. | took off in haste. Another 


futile night on the internet, chasing ghosts and miracles. | was growing impatient. 


The cabin was dark when | arrived, as expected. It had still been daylight when | left, some seven hours ago. | 
lurched and stumbled over the furniture on my way in, making some ugly noise, before | finally collapsed 
facedown onto the couch. | banged my head on the wooden armrest and cursed out loud. Fuck, | didn't even 
realize how compromised my condition was! How had | managed to drive and reach the cabin in the woods 
without causing an accident? | was never the guy to drink and drive under the influence, but | guess there 


always comes this evil, twisted moment for everyone, when they cross the line, to their downfall. 

Trying to organize my thoughts and even admonish myself, | noticed the muffled cries. It was a subtle drone, 
more like someone stifling their laments so that they were not audible. Alexi. | had completely neglected him 
and | was so numb that | didn't even understand it! What a shame! | jolted to my feet and waddled my way to 
the bedroom. The stench hit me in the face before even crossing the threshold. 

"Alexi?" | asked hesitantly and groped the wall for the light switch. 


"No, don't! Don't turn on the lights!" he begged me. His voice sounded desperate, broken so | stopped, 
automatically, shall | say, out of respect? 


It didn't take me long to realize that he had soiled himself while kept immobilized in his "prison" for so long and 
he must have been feeling horribly. Enraged. Sad. In pain. Humiliated. Desolate. All together. 


| felt ashamed of myself and without commenting | knelt by his side to untie and help him. He squirmed as far 


away as he could from me. 
"Go away!" he shrieked. 


"Allu... Fucking hell.. I'm so sorry.. l.. | can't describe how sorry | am for this-" | started excusing myself but 


he cut me off. 


"| don't care! You wanted this to happen! To humiliate me. Punish me! Asshole! Fucker!" 


"No! | didn't - | swear! | got carried away... Please, Allul I.. | am despicable!" 
"You are! This is torture! Dark, medieval torture! | don't deserve this!" 


‘Of course not. It's all my fault! I'm sorry!" | said and released him from the handcuffs. "Let me help you.." | 


muttered and rubbed his chafed wrists. 


To my astonishment, he stopped attacking me verbally. He was crying now, struggling hard to conceal himself in 
the darkness of the room. But Alexi had never been good at hiding his feelings. At least not from me. 


"I'm really sorry, bab-" Instinctively | was about to call him ‘babe’, but cut my words short in time. Alexi didn't 
seem to register my affectionate tone. | guess he had other things to worry about.. He was soiled, stinky and 
disheveled, with his pride in shreds. And dependent on me. He couldn't bear to look me in the eye. 


| hugged him tentatively, burying my face in his lush, long hair, rubbing his back with my hands, in hope of 
soothing him. Tears were welling from my eyes, concealed in the darkness. Maybe he realized my genuine 
sorrow and relented; | felt his body grow lax in my arms, surrendered in a way, and we stayed like that for a 
couple of seconds. Then, | helped him out gently. He was very exhausted and compliant, not daring to inflict a 
blow or attempt an escape, despite being aware that | had lowered my guard. As if he had abandoned all hope 
of gaining his life back. 


| walked him to the bathroom, removed his dirty clothes and settled him in the shower. His movements were 


automated and stiff, due to the imposed immobility. 


"Do you want me to do it?" | gave him the option and the time to think about whether he would allow his 


offender to wash him, touch him and take care of him. 
"| guess it doesn't matter anymore. Can't get any worse." he sniffled and | approached him again. 


Let's get dirty with shit, | thought. | deserved it, after all. | rolled my sleeves above my elbows and showered 
him with hot water. | lathered him with foam tenderly, like | did with my baby son, and washed him 
meticulously, secretly enjoying the sensation of his fragile body in my hands. | massaged his back, maybe a bit 
more lovingly than was expected from me, ran my hands over his skin, his thighs and legs, his long blond hair 
that had grown beyond his protruding shoulder blades. He stood still, like a marble statue, throughout the 
procedure, not uttering a single word nor complaint. He was so skinny and wiry, emaciated, like a skeleton My 
heart sank. He noticed my shock and lowered his stare, tensing his jaw. | didn't quite fathom what made him 


feel more ashamed: his soiled ass or his scary, unhealthy body? 
"Oh, babe." | murmured, pitying the spectacle. 
"| wanna die." 


"Soon. | promise you. Soon" | said bitterly. 


Chapter 5: Back in school, there was this guy... 


Author's Notes: 

WARNING: there are sexual scenes and descriptions that the reader may find disturbing. Also, I'd like to clarify 
that by no means do | use the word "retarded" in a derogatory way (for the political-correctness issue). 
Lastly, the character of "Jari" who appears in this chapter is completely fictional. | hope you don't find this 
chapter too upsetting! 


Chapter 5 - Back in school, there was this guy.. 


We walked together outside the cabin, in the snow, in mutual silence, to stretch out and get some fresh air. 
We were alone and it was peaceful and quiet. It was dark, but the snow reflected enough light to guide us into 
the night. | even managed to make him eat something, which was really encouraging, considering the situation 


The wraith wanted to live after all. There was still a spark of life in him, some primal survival instincts! 


| plopped down on the couch, after | had finally laid Alexi on the bed to sleep. That is, if he could actually grab 
some sleep while lying horizontally on a bed with his wrists handcuffed behind him. | rested my feet on the 
coffee table and cracked open a beer. | was still shocked and embarrassed at the horror | had caused by my 
negligence. He was right, | wanted to keep everything under control, but failed in the basics: hygiene. Alexi's 
defeated look haunted me. | didn't mean to humiliate him. It had crossed my mind to punish him a tiny bit for 
his harsh words, but not like that. 


Trying to relax, | let my eyes drift over the old, abandoned stuff that was hoarded on the shelf under the 
coffee table. Old magazines, papers, notes, and dust bunnies.. Among them was an old photo album from my 
high school years. A relic of the past, when | was still an innocent boy aspiring to a career in architecture and 
a hobby in music. How long had it been lying there? | pulled it out of its place, curious, and blew the 


accumulated dust away. There were school photos in there. 


One particular picture caught my attention It was the last class of high school. And there was this guy - our 
class' weirdo (every class has one such artistic, extravagant, unfitting figure). He was looming tall, pale, with 
dyed black hair and slanted blue eyes, a closeted gay who was relentlessly bullied, looking ominously out of 
place, out of context, a volcano ready to erupt. | had always felt sympathetic towards him whereas the rest 


of the class mocked him. But | wouldn't say we were friends. 


It had only been ten years later, when Alexi and | ventured out on one secret date together at Helsinki's 
greatest pop club, away from the metal community, when | found out by chance that he, the weirdo, was 
working there. Changed, of course, over time. | wouldn't easily have recognized him - but he did, me. The tall 
lanky, gay boy had turned into a fashionable, mysterious man. He still looked weird - but in a more obscure 


way.. Like a BDSM master, or a cartel member. He had the expression of the person who had some significant 


mileage under his belt working in the night, under unspecified, murky conditions. There was a strange scar on 
his right cheek and a few scary-looking tattoos on his hands that made the Wildchild look like a cute puppy in 


comparison. 


‘Janne Wirman - our class’ brightest mind, and Finland's rock star.." he exclaimed upon seeing us, his voice deep and 


steady, yet with a pretentious undertone. 


‘Jari Tenkula!" | said. "You look so.. changed.. For the better, | mean." | felt compelled to add Hs eyes creeped me 
ouf. 


‘How come you're visiting our humble club? Never seen you around before." 


"Wow! Is this mansion all yours?" | gaped around me, at the strobe lights and the fashionable environment, and he 
smiled smugly. 


‘ve worked my ass off fo create all this! No school taught us this shit..." 


"Well. As it seems, my schoolmate is a King of the nightlife!" 


‘Not a King, yet. Maybe someday, dear. Won't you introduce me to your beautiful escort?" Jari said in a saccharine 
voice and gave a head-to-toe glance at my boyfriend. | wouldn't treat Alexi as my boyfriend in front of others - 
being prudish, stupid, and ashamed of our deviant inclinations. 


"This is Alexi, our guitarist. Allu, this is Jari, my old schoolmate." | made all the necessary explanations. 


Jari was ogling Alexi ike candy. | felt the pangs of jealousy - but then Jari was staring back at me, without asking 
any embarrassing questions. He had silently assessed our status and he seemed fo be gratified that his straight-A 


schoolmate was not so straight after all. 


‘Be my guests, boyzzz.. Your drinks are on me! So nice fo see you again, Janne, after so many years." he said and 
| thought with some dismay that we would have to put up with him all night, on our only date. We wouldn't be 
making out in front of everyone - no, that was out of the question - so our privacy wasnt compromised. Still, 
though, | wouldnt feel comfortable gazing at Allu, touching his hand, and even twining our fingers, knowing that we 
had company, 


We were lucky. Duty called, and Jari disappeared hastily. "Some urgent business," he explained, but promised fo 


meet us again He gave me his card with his phone number and email on it 


It was still lying around somewhere. 


The next time | saw him was at one of our concerts, at Tavastia - the ‘rival concert club - a couple of years 


later. He had called me an hour before our show. 


‘Janne, Im coming fo your concert - Im turning into a metalhead, haha.. Can you hide me?" He was pretty 


straightforward. 


"What the f-" 


"l know, last minute call, but | really need to hide from- anyway, those people won't be coming fo your death 


metal concert, for sure.. Too crowded and noisy. No reason fo worry." 


‘OK, Hil put you on my guest list," | felt obliged to say, mostly because Jari was scaring me for some reason. "But 
no bullshit, ok? There will be innocent people..." 


He laughed. "No one is innocent, my dear.. But | promise. It will be just me. And perhaps you could sign an autograph 


for my little niece." 


| still recalled Jaska's, Henkka's and Roope's appalled faces, when | informed them of my.. quest. Only Alexi was 
thrilled by the fact that we would be hosting an outlaw. 


"Thats a notorious Mafia-faggot! And youre friends with him? Jesus, Janne! Of all people, youre the last person Id 
expect that from!" Roope had said, despite his permanent inebriated stupor. 


And suddenly, it flashed through me that this Jari Tenkula could possibly help me get the passport and the ID 


through some of his acquaintances. | think he was the only person on Earth whom | could trust. Ironic, huh? 
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Not without a price. | would pay Jari, whatever it took, if only to get the new, fake papers for Alexi, so as to.. 


feel free to "kill" him, with no remorse. 


"Are you going out again?" Alexi grumbled like a cheated-on wife, seeing me shaving my face neatly and getting 


dressed up for the night. 


| needed to look presentable to gain Jari's trust. | had carefully chosen my attire: a black, satin button-down 
shirt and slim fit, black jeans, black leather boots, my silver bracelet on my right wrist and my shiny Rolex on 
my left. | was wearing my hair half down, half up, held up with a silver-plated barrette that had some Norse- 
themed engravings; it gave me an elfish look, according to Alexi of the past - his words, when he was drooling 
over my reflection in the mirror while | was grooming my hair. | wasn't as young and alluring anymore as | 
used to be when he admired me, but | wanted to believe that | still looked decent, perfumed and clean-shaven, 


and well-dressed. 
| huffed. 
"Yeah. Wanna join?" | taunted him. 


"Fuck off. Just don't forget all about me and my corpse rots before you can get your ass back here. You'll be 


arrested for murder." 


"Hmm... Sounds like a plan to me. In any case, you're ending up dead either way, so no need to worry. If you still 


feel stressed, though, | could put you in a diaper so that you don't get messy.” 


"Don't you dare, you crazy motherfucker! You fucking weirdo!" he spat and flipped me off - as much as the 
restraints allowed him, anyway. What a pity - he didn't appreciate my humor. We used to laugh with every 


retarded joke, sharing a common "language" meant only for us. Us 


| couldn't help sniggering at him. The idea of putting a diaper on him was nagging at me; on a serious note, it 
would save me from worrying about him getting distressed or dirty. As for his pride and dignity - well, he had 
already lost both, when he had started dating the redheaded witch and drinking himself into oblivion. So, no 
biggie... 


"There is water within one meter's range from where you're sitting. Are you hungry? Need to use the 


bathroom before | go?" | asked but he shook his head. 


Then, | checked his blood sugar level by pricking his finger with the special kit - found within approved limits. 
He made a fuss, but in the end, he kept still and | managed to squeeze out the necessary blood drop, holding 
his hand steady in mine. His fingers were skeletal and knotted. They looked longer and fragile, almost 
transcendental, but always beautiful. They felt cool and soft to the touch, and all | wanted was to hold him a 
little bit longer than what the intimate act of blood-extracting allowed us. | rubbed the base of his thumb 
affectionately, musing about the moment we would be finally doing this - clasping hands - again, together and 
alive, away from everyone and everything disturbing. | was on my way to achieving this; | was taking some 
serious steps, | wanted to tell him and share my enthusiasm! Probably | was smiling, however, his agitated 
stare and the abrupt yank of his hand brought me back to our dismal reality and made me feel ashamed of 
my advances. | wrapped it up instantly and, patting his head, | left the cabin. 


Jari was waiting for me in the dark, private shrine of his club - his office, that is. The business was going fine. 
He had upgraded his premises with a costly renovation, and had expanded his investments with a new, chic 


bar-restaurant. "People will always consume.." he had proudly explained the success of his business choices. 


He had also enhanced his appearance with a gold ring bearing a black gemstone, on his left little finger. | had no 
idea whether it was symbolic of some status within the mafia community he belonged to, but it sure looked 
imposing. He was wearing his hair sleek and black, tucked behind his ears, barely "kissing" his jawline, like an old- 
fashioned gentleman. He had gained a few pounds, indicative of his prosperity. His facial angles were rounded a 
bit.. He was even wearing a suit with a vest and a tie, as if he had just popped out of a 1920s picture. He 
looked fabulous. 


"A fake passport and an ID? Why?" he asked me, cautious, after | had made my request. 


"You know.. | can't come out just like that. My partner and | are quite recognizable. It will be all over the 


tabloids." 
"And you want a fake ID for him, now? After fifteen years?" he inquired suspiciously and smirked. 


"We were supposed to be faking it, back then It was supposed to be a joke. It never was, you know it - and we 


can't use the prank excuse anymore. We don't have a band anymore to spend legitimate time together... You 


understand..." 


"What are you hiding, Janne?" He didn't buy my explanation and lit a cigarette provocatively. | watched him suck 
in deeply and exhale a twisted curl of smoke, then leave the pack open on the desktop in front of him, throwing 


the lighter aside. 


| insisted, "I'm hiding the painful truth that you also used to hide during school, because of being relentlessly 
mocked and bullied, Jari! Christ! Of all people, td think that youd be the one to understand and have some 
empathy!" | raised my voice in the most convincing way | could. "I can't take it anymore, being hounded 
everywhere or having pictures of us posted in the media.. | have a family now. Its not easy. At least, if you 
help us, we can steal some time together a bit.. incognito, let's put it that way. We're not involved in some 
serious scandal, if that's what you are worried about. But its serious enough for us," | said and took a 
cigarette from his pack, following his example, to put a persuading flair to my claim. | loathed smoking. Defying 
the fire alarms, though, | lit it, took a drag of the bitter smoke and blew it out meaningfully in his direction. | 
hoped | emitted enough confidence. "I'll pay you. Whatever it takes." He cocked an eyebrow at me. 


"Nerdy Janne gone wild and loose! That sounds fascinating." Obviously, he sensed my nervousness. 
"So, is it a deal?" 


"That will cost you a little more than money, dear... I'll have to test your claim.. Your word," he said and 


unbuckled his leather belt. 


| stiffened my jaw. | understood immediately what that meant. | hadn't seen it coming, though. I'd thought it 
would only take money. | didn't expect Jari would opt to bind me with something beyond that in order to buy 
my silence or test my cooperation Maybe he wanted to taunt me, humiliate me. His lewd snigger made me look 
him in the eyes and nod in accord. | wouldn't escape, my request was serious. Perhaps | didn't want to escape. 
Deep inside of me, there was that sick part, hidden but lurking, that wanted to punish me, belittle me and 
express my disgust for all the things | had become. And then, it had been so fucking long since | was last 
involved in anything sexual with another human being, that being forced into action didn't actually matter. It 
appalled me, but it somehow fascinated me in an abnormal, pathetic way. | could close my eyes and fantasize 
about Alexi's eager lips and tender flesh when we were young and wish that this sacrifice of mine would be 


the first step to regaining our lost paradise. 
| licked my lips sensually to get in the role and leant towards Jari, exhaling a plume of smoke. 


"Do you think I'd eschew that?" | whispered in his ear and kissed him fleetingly on the lips, before slipping my 
long body onto his lap. | had forgotten how to approach people in that fashion 


"Oohh... Sweet Janne.. You swung my way and | didn't even give you the attention you deserved, back in the 
day." he snickered and gently pushed me, lowering my head between his parted thighs. That was the moment | 
wanted to vomit. But | fought it. 


| gave him head and swallowed his cum without cringing. | wasn't myself anymore. And then, after some time 
of recovery, he fucked me hard in the ass, the way Alexi had never done to me. Viciously and brutally. He was 
overly aroused and it hurt, damn, it hurt so much.. My unaccustomed body felt as if it would tear in two, as 
if | were a virgin - but | wouldn't complain, no. I'd just endure the intrusion, trying to grasp any possible 
stimulation | could get and transform the pain and the chafing around my hole into something erogenous and 
arousing - which was a joke, because this was NOT done for my pleasure, or for our mutual satisfaction. This 
was pure whoring, a procedural act as a part of my payment for our deal. For fucking Allu's sake. | was 
kneeling on all fours in front of the creepy Jari, getting my ass ripped apart for damned Alexi's sake! Only to 
have him talk back to me and curse me as if | was the most sinister person on Earth! Which | was, probably, 


in his eyes... 


Jari wasn't gentle with me; he didn't take care of my body apart from a very basic preparation, wetting his 
fingers in my mouth before sticking them in me. All that mattered to him was ridiculing his straight-A 
classmate by fucking his ass bloody. | felt the bleeding and stifled my gasps of agony until he finished, loosened 
his grip and retracted his latex-clad dick from my body - a slithering worm, wet with my fluids, tickling my 
skin on its sticky way out. | was nauseated, but he wanted me to come, too. | couldn't get it up like that, but 
he was adamant. He wanted to watch my face when | came. To.. assist me, he tickled me with a feather, 
massaged my flaccid member and made me touch myself until | climaxed. Which | did, for obvious reasons. 
Mustering all the warm, innocent feelings | nurtured for Alexi and ignoring the lingering pain, | came dismally in 
my palm, under Jari's scrutiny. | passed the test. He smirked and patted me on my back, before he tucked his 
deflated dick back into his pants. | did the same. No question about wiping myself clean - talk about hygiene, 
huh? 


"Bring me two pictures of your significant other and IOK euros and you'll have the passport and ID that you 
request. It's a friends and family price, baby, for our long acquaintance and ‘cause you helped me once when | 
needed it, without asking. Jari doesn't forget about his friends Oh, and because you give the best head. How 
lucky your boyfriend is.. Give me three days and then ..bon voyage! | don't wanna know anything about you and 
your lover - ignorance is bliss, they say - and that thing between us never happened, OK?" 


| nodded in agreement. 


On my way to my car, | bought a pack of cigarettes and smoked a couple with trembling hands. | never 
smoked, but my agitation was tremendous. The match fell twice onto the snowy ground, before | managed to 
light the cigarette. | sat on a deserted bench all alone, rubbing away the tears from my eyes, sniffling and 
trying to compose myself, comfort myself with smoke and force positive thoughts into my head, before | 
drove back to Alexi. 


| reeked of cigarettes and cum and my hair and face probably looked like shit. My ass was burning and sore 
and the tugging of some dried substance was stinging me every time | moved my legs to take a step, or 
bucked my hips to sit. At least Jari had used a condom, so | escaped the queasy sensation of his sticky cum 


leaking out of my orifice, clotting in my hairs, and clinging to the fabric of my underwear. 


Was this the picture of a decent father to a baby son? Christ, my looks were offensive, desecrating my 
attribute of being a parent. It was ridiculous! It was appalling! | wouldn't feel proud of my father, if he came 


home looking like a whore, just the way | looked at that particular moment. 


It was past midnight when | reached the cabin, once again too late to take care of Alexi's physical needs, which 
only made me feel worse. How deplorable of me! The door creaked open and | slid inside without switching on 
the lights. No one greeted me so | presumed that Alexi was asleep. A relieving thought, indeed. | took off my 
stinky trousers, tossed them in the laundry bin and started unbuttoning my shirt, when Alexi spoke to me in a 


raspy voice. 


"Well, well, well.. Here comes the groom... | can smell the cum.. Got yourself a new boyfriend?" he spewed his 
bile and | turned to face him, infuriated - because, fuck, all that | was doing, | was doing it for him! For him! 


And having him mocking me like that was fucking disappointing, to say the least! 


| thought of spitting out everything about that night, every unsettling, obnoxious, disquieting detail but 
regretted it. He hated me, so it was pointless to explain my good intentions. Instead, | implored him with my 
eyes, reaching for my old lover in that fragile stare, my lips quivering from my frustration. How | wished he 
could return one of those old gazes, with dilated pupils and love emanating from those gray-blue pools... He 
registered my bad mood and he stopped his scathing comments. His fiery glare dulled. We remained quiet for a 


few long moments, looking at each other, before he lowered his eyes. | followed him with mine, silently. 
"You were missing for way too long..” he said. 


‘lm sorry, Allu. Lets get you to the bathroom: | untied his wrists with trembling hands. "If you were more 
cooperative and trusted that you wouldn't try to escape or harm yourself, we would have avoided such 
unsettling inconveniences.. We wouldn't need the restraints." | explained without getting any reaction from him, 


so | stopped talking as well. 


| pulled him up, towards me, and held him tight against my chest for a couple of minutes. | needed to replace 
Jari's touch with something more affable; needed to remember him. Feel his body. He seemed even smaller 
than | recalled, shrunken. | couldn't hide my despair and sorrow - and he perceived it. Maybe he sensed my 
submission to Jari and second-guessed the reasons for this submission. He ventured to lay a bony hand on my 


arm, barely touching me with the ghost of affection. 
‘Its OK, Janne. I'll do it myself this time," he said and we walked together into the bathroom. 


| watched him shower and wash away his dignity with any remnants clinging to his thighs, and wondered what 
my body would look like in that state of decline. | would also need to wash away my dignity in the same 
shower; |, too, had obnoxious, humiliating things clinging to my thighs! Battling my urge to cry, | pursed my lips 
tightly, contorting my mouth in absurd grimaces that would stop the uningratiating tears from falling. Alexi 
noticed me from the shower and stopped what he was doing. "It's OK, Janne. It's OK." 
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Jari was true to his word and in three days' time, he called me to inform me that my package had arrived at 
his office. Once again | got ready to meet him. | slid a small tube of lube into my jacket pocket, in case (for 
fear) he demanded an additional fee. | didn't want to risk blowing up everything by denying him - but | didn't 


want to torment myself again. 
He was sitting behind his desk, and poured us a glass of fine Scotch whiskey each. 


"Here's what you've paid for. A Finnish ID and a Finnish passport that expires in three years... | hope its enough 
time for you and your beloved.. Mikko Kontio" - he checked the name on the first page of the passport - "to 
enjoy your... holiday together and decide to come out. Between us, | know that this isn't the case - you don't 
fool me, sweetheart. | don't wanna know, is all.. And | don't wanna get my people messed up in your shit, so 
beware. Just a friendly warning. However, if shit turns sour, | could be of service to you.. Soothe your grief 
with some lust.. Some booze.. Some chilly dust, or sweet dope - whatever you may prefer.." and he canted 
towards me, almost brushing his lips on my cheek. "I guess everyone reaches a point where they need /t.." he 
almost whispered and pecked my lips lightly. Cold shivers ran down my spine and my heart started beating 
fast. 


| stashed the passport and the ID inside the inner pocket of my jacket and thanked him for his services with 
an honest smile, without further elaborating on my plans. He didn't press me anyway. His phone rang and he 
was needed for some business matter. | sighed with relief, saluted him, and disappeared. No matter what, Jari 
had helped me, in his own way, in the only way of doing such things. | left his office, eager with the knowledge 
that | possessed the key to unlock the first door to paradise. 


Chapter 6: A floating Abba/Darkthrone T-shirt and a 
shoe. 


Author's Notes: 

It took a bit longer to upload due to the malfunction of Rockfic. This chapter is a bit long and weird, and | don't 
mean any disrespect for the real people that appear. Some characters may be portrayed as less appealing, but 
this doesn't reflect my thoughts about them. It's a first-person narrative and given the concept, some 
emotional tension is necessary. | hope it's not too much for you and that you still enjoy this story! 


Chapter 6 - A floating Abba/Darkthrone T-shirt and a shoe. 


News about Alexi's disappearance had broken out. At first, it was a question of concern - have you talked to 
the bitch? Have you seen the stupid dickhead? You know, calling him names in a friendly way, but still putting on 


a tone of disappointment and resentment towards him without naming him directly. 


It was inevitable; his behavior over the last five years had been unbearable. Every day that passed was 
another clash between Alexi and the rest of us. It was about the alcohol and the pills, it was about the band's 
obligations and the gigs, it was about his unattended health problems - and it ended up being about money. Of 
course, everything ended up revolving around money, particularly when the Australian was instigating turmoil 
by planting ungrounded ideas in Alexi's head, like that he was being exploited by the band and such baseless 
theories. The fights between us soured our happy moments with distrust, breaking our hearts to the point 


that we didn't enjoy each other's company anymore. 


When even Daniel, our latest guitarist, who had remained closer to Alexi, had no news from him since 
Christmas, we were really worried. | mean, they were worried; | knew very well where the bitch was - and 
what was to follow. But | couldn't stand up and tell them that it was me keeping him hostage, sedated and 
handcuffed in my cabin; most likely they would laugh at my insanity or gape at my BDSM tendencies. 


Jaska had taken me aside and questioned me, away from anyone's prying stare. 
"Janne, you.. Have you spoken with him? You were closer and perhaps.. You two.. Oh, you know what | mean!" 
What he was trying to ask was whether we had hooked up again, rekindling the old flame of our fatal 


attraction He wanted to be discreet and even blushed with shame out of respect for our families but his 


genuine concern about Alexi's disappearance rendered such inhibitions between us ridiculous. Twenty years of 


being horny, drunk, and naked on the road had obliterated any shame. Plus, he had known Alexi since grade 


school... He really loved and cared about him. 


| had to lie. "No, Jaska. | haven't seen or spoken to him since the concert," instantly regretting that | had to 
disappoint him. The eagerness in his eyes was so genuine, hanging off my words for some piece of information 
that would put his mind at ease. He was willing to accept everything, no matter how extreme and deviant, if 


only his childhood buddy was safe and sound. My negative reply only transformed his hope into agony and fear. 


Things escalated, though, when Alexi's wife wreaked havoc, taking a plane from the other side of the world 
where she resided and flying straight to his doorstep. Apparently, she couldn't reach him, and not wanting to 
contact us, the "heinous fiends", or his family, she took matters into her own hands. She was too proud to 
show concern that maybe her... husband had made up his mind about their marriage and was actually avoiding 
her, and therefore prove us all right. Well, too bad for her; instead of finding her sexy, boyish man, she found 
the suicide note | had left on his kitchen table two weeks ago, next to his dead, by now, cell phone. Bingo! 


We were all sitting in Alexis living room around the coffee table - and by all, | mean, Jaska, Henkka, me, the 
bitch, his parents, and Anna, Alexi's sister. It was Anna who had texted us and gathered us at Alexi's 
apartment. She presented the tear-soaked note that sent his family to an emotional hell, the redhead shouting 
and lamenting in an Oscar-worthy performance, and the remaining three CoB in eerie silence. | was sitting 
mesmerized on the couch, biting my lips nervously, struggling to block out the disquieting drone of the others’ 
fervent interactions. All the questions, the accusations, all the fuss and doubt flying like missiles around me 
didn't Touch me. | remained impartial, holding up the dam, fighting against it with my thoughts and calculations 
of what's to come. 


It had taken two weeks for people to physically seek him out. What an abjection for Alexi Laiho, the guitar 
hero, the awesome frontman of the Children of Bodom, Finland's rock stars! It filled me with pity that suddenly 
such a celebrity wasn't looked for, not even by his own kin! Perhaps he had made himself rather hateful to his 
circle so that they avoided him. But then, | recalled that Alexi hadn't been that social in his private life when it 
came to holidays and spending time with friends, mostly because he was exhausted - and people knew it. He 
would haunt his apartment and sleep or indulge in domestic activities with his cars, his guitars and binge- 


watching movie after movie that included me most of the time. 


| used to be around back then, and didn't quite register how lonesome he could become while not touring. We 
didn't need to talk to feel content with each other; we relished our private time in the company of one another 
without any loud interaction. Our interaction was loud on other, special occasions - just a reminder of how.. 
mouthy he could be! Still, | pitied that he was allegedly dead and not sought. His corpse would have been rotting 
somewhere all alone, undiscovered. Such a tragic fate! But it was indicative of how difficult, unapproachable, and 


obnoxious he had become, under her sway, that not even his people felt nice around him. 


"You shattered him! He told me that YOU stabbed him in the back!! You leeches! Damned vultures!" the bitch 


was yelling at us. 


Henkka's calm in dealing and talking sensibly to her was remarkable. "Alexi was sick and we only wanted to help 
him get over it. That's all that happened. Touring only made him worse. He was exhausted and neglected his 


health! When you LOVE somebody, all you want is to see him well. And obviously, he was not." 
"By putting your hands on his money? You took advantage of my husband-" 


"-what husband, for crying out loud!" Anna interrupted her, annoyed, and the two women exchanged insidious 


glares for a moment. | snorted in amusement - but the "wife" noticed and attacked me, instead of Anna. 


"You're laughing? You fucking jerk! You damn faggot! Why don't you go fuck yourself, before | open my 


mouth-" 


"Enough!" Henkka intervened just in time before she did open that pouty, burgundy mouth in front of Alexis 


father. | knew he wouldn't appreciate what she might have to reveal. 


"Il do you this favor, Henkka. But we all know the fruth" and she shot me a contemptuous glance. "None of you 
supported HIS choices and here's where that brought us!" the Aussie blurted. 


This made Alexi's mother speak up, in a more civilized, motherly tone. “Please, honey... Don't talk like that. Stop 
berating each other! We all love Alexi. We're not here to judge anyone. There are more important things to 
worry about. My son is missing! | don't believe what's happening is true.. My son can't just-" and she burst 
into tears. Jaska and her husband embraced her and put an end to the disturbing dialogue. 


"Perhaps we should call the police. He might still be.. somewhere. This note doesn't prove anything." Henkka said 


and dialed II2, the emergency number. 
| looked at him intensely, mortified, and he returned a compassionate look. 


It didn't take long before | excused myself from their... enlightening company. They would surmise that | was 
indeed shocked and shaken by the news, whereas my main worry was leaving Alexi alone in the cabin for a 
prolonged period of time. | didn't want to put him in distress again Besides, | wanted to hide from their knowing 


eyes and the police's awkward interrogation 


A belated search for his body commenced, which was doomed from start due to the amount of time that had 
passed since the note was allegedly written and the severe weather. The missing quantities of his prescribed 
medication - yeah, the insulin and the pills that | had taken from his house - would make the investigators 
assume that he had OD-ed on them to achieve his dark goal. With every passing hour, hopes of finding him 


alive waned. 


Two days later, they found a shoe and his Darkthrone/Abba T-shirt, the one he used to wear and get 
photographed in hundreds of times. | loved that T-shirt. Members of the rescue team located it tangled in 


debris somewhere on a remote and faraway shore to the southwest of Espoo. The shoe was stuck in a floating 


piece of ice, nearby; presumably, its match had already gone down. Thus he was proclaimed dead, even without 


retrieving a body. 


Needless to say that it was me who had disposed of those particular garments a few days previous, before 
the Aussie's arrival. It was on one of my short excursions back to my normal life, my home and friends, to 
keep up with appearances. | had discarded other stuff as well - his hat, his camo pants, and his belt - which 
hasn't been found yet - and never would be. Planting some red herrings for the investigators would only make 
my plans realistic that indeed, Alexi Laiho committed suicide by sinking naked into the icy Baltic Sea and froze 
to death within minutes, his body resting on the inhospitable seabed. That T-shirt and the shoe undoubtedly 
belonged to him! 


It shouldn't come as a surprise, considering Alexis volatile mental state and deteriorating health. Moreover, it 
wasn't the first time he had attempted suicide. His MO. was different back then, but he wasn't a serial killer - 
and usually, suicide attempts are sloppy, not following patterns. It was indicative of his mental health. It ran in 


his blood. 


Again, it was his sister who announced to us that they had found his clothes far from his apartment, which 
led to the assumption that his body had drifted in the current to the unknown vastness of the dark sea and 
therefore couldn't be alive. It hurt to hear the news, even though | knew that it was fake. It was shocking to 


participate in the whole procedure as if it was true. It worked as a rehearsal for the real event, whenever-. 


Momentarily, | felt remorse for the wracking pain | was causing those people. | wanted to scream lM SORRY, 
seeing his mother lament in his father's arms - senior, respectable people diminishing to insignificant quantities 
before a catastrophe of this magnitude - seeing his sister, Henkka and Jaska, even the redhead, cry 
inconsolably, like helpless kids. | could empathize with their grief, but remained passively silent, trying to hold 
back any display of emotion, stick to my plans, and pull off a "normal" or "reasonable" reaction for the occasion 


| mean, pain can numb one's heart, right? Grief can leave one speechless and oblivious... Right? 
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"They found your T-shirt and your shoe. You're officially dead now," | informed him the evening after the 


conclusive meeting with the authorities who shared the details of the findings. 


| patted his thigh compassionately after taking my seat beside him on the couch, in front of the fireplace. | 
had prepared a healthy toasted sandwich and a hot coffee for each of us and tossed a blanket around his thin 
arms to keep him warm. | had started granting him some freedom whenever we were together, to make him 
more comfortable. It was easy to keep an eye on him, in case he attempted something "wrong". Not that he 
was that active; his vitality had dropped significantly, which on one hand put me at ease - but worried me, on 


the other. 


His first reaction to my words wasn't the one | expected. He fell silent, chewing a bite of the sandwich, taking 


his time deciphering my words before regaining his familiar sarcastic tone. 


"You know what.. | don't believe you. You're lying! It's all in your fucking head!" 


| opened my messages on my cell phone and showed him Anna's texts, about the suicide note, and the police 


findings, inviting us to his home. He paled, realizing that | was in fact being honest. 


"Great. You must be feeling really.. accomplished, right?" he mumbled with displeasure and left his half-eaten 


meal on the coffee table in front of us. 

"They're devastated" 

"They hated me. And now they're sad? Yeah, sure thing," he snorted 

"No one hated you, Allu! Stop obsessing - and EAT" 

"You all resented me, you resented my choices, you wanted to patronize and control me-" 

"Shut up! You're really being ridiculous now," | said and took a full bite of my sandwich. 

"Right, whatever! You know what? | don't wanna talk about it anymore! | hope they're all relieved now that the 
Devil is dead!" He grimaced bitterly and | sniggered at his extravagant characterizations. "I only worry about 


my parents - and Anna." 


"Oh, not again with the same words... Tell me, why do | even love you?" | muttered, mostly to myself, but the 


annoying bitch heard me. 


"That's a joke, Janne! You don't fucking love me! End of fucking story! So go fuck yourself with your eager wife 


and... and fucking leave me alone!" 
"Huh, that's funny. That's almost what she said - to go fuck myself!" | chuckled. 
"What?" 


"If this makes you feel any better, your mistress is here," | informed him; he was startled. "Apparently, she 


couldn't reach you and flew over to check on you... How romantic!” 
He huffed. "And she cursed you? Don't wanna know what you said to upset her like that!" 


"Now, here's the really funny part, Allu.." | smirked and chomped off another bite, focusing on the whole-grain 
bread, lettuce, mayo and smoked turkey, as if they were alien shit. "I didn't say a word! She's just a bitch - 
but you already know.. She's barking at everyone, making a spectacle of herself on social media as your 
beautiful, grieving widow, bitching with your sister and us over who loved and cared about you more. She has 


even posted a go-fund-me page, supposedly to collect money for the investigation and for compensation to 


your family, but | bet that's intended for her tickets back.” 


"Jealous Janne, so bitter and spiteful.. At least she stood by me! She's been there for me, accepting me the 


way | AMI!" 


"She's been enabling your addictions, you stupid, stupid fucktard! All the shitloads of pills | found at your place? 
Again? All she's ever minded about is showing off, and not taking care of your fucked-up health! ..And true, 


it's not a secret; | am jealous!" 
"Janne, of all people, you're the last one who's entitled to feel jealous!" 


"Well, guess what! Wrong again! And | do feel sorry for you - oh, so fucking sorry!" | spat and he cackled. He 
was mocking me. He thought that my jealousy and disappointment were funny. 


| watched his amusement dissipate, until his face became serious again, eyes locked on the dancing flames in 
the stove. Perhaps it was my impression, but his stare was dimmed with anguish. He seemed alarmed, and not 
only because of my actions. Obviously, he had done the math and was now questioning himself about the long 
time it has taken people to search for him, and the role of his "wife" after my revelations. Those reasonable 
questions only opened up his eyes to another, probable side of reality, one he had chosen to ignore so far: that 
no one really liked him, no one was really worried about him - no one actually needed him, not his friends, not 
his family! This would trigger a chain reaction in his head, starting with anger, grudging and blaming everyone, 
to doubt, regret for his own choices, then depression and grief, and lastly resignation. The disturbing thoughts 
paraded in his mind so conspicuously, that his face was tinted and contorted with emotions as he retreated 


into himself again. | felt sad for him. Pretty harsh way to face the truth. 


| stood up and took a step back and out of his view, to give him privacy to resolve matters without my 


annoying presence. My ego was pushing me to blast him again with cruel words - that | was right, wasn't |? - 
that only /loved and cared about him - but wouldn't it be a shame? And what had | achieved so far in that 
sense? Nothing. | didn't deserve his sympathy - and he didn't deserve my annoyance and impatience. 


My cell phone rang. The melody disturbed our precarious silence. It was my wife. 


"| don't know what you are up to, Janne, but this isn't normall Where are you?" she tried to condense her 


disappointment and anger in the fewest words possible. 
"Alexi is dead," | announced while exchanging glares with him as if this sufficed to justify things. 


"Are you coming home?" she finally asked and | scoffed, for an answer. Alexi's dissecting blue eyes were giving 


me the creeps. 
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The moment | told Alexi that he was declared dead and there was going to be a funeral soon, his mood changed 


radically. The rancorous, sarcastic comments were instantly cut off, and he clammed up, as realization dawned 


on him. No doubt, he hadn't given any credibility to my initiative and probably was expecting me to give up, 
having exhausted my whims of yielding some power over him. Facts refuted his expectations. And now he was 


facing his death. 


He stopped talking, immersing himself in some inner battle too personal to share with me. Only sorrow and pain 
were manifesting on his face, making him appear more fragile from every aspect, a miserable, broken creature. 
Instead of plotting to take me down or attempt to escape, he became numb and lost, focusing on the fireplace, 
the snow outside the window, or even the ceiling, like a catatonic. He simply ignored me, lacking the nerve and 
the motivation to fight me and prove me wrong. | cast furtive glances at him at regular intervals, asking him 
random stupid things just to keep some basic communication flowing while working on my laptop, sending the 
necessary emails, and arranging the details of our trip. He was unresponsive and | was concerned. What was so 


interesting about the ceiling, anyway? He had seen it a million times (voluntarily lying on his back, underneath 


me) and it hadn't changed at all for the last thirty years! 


Only when | dressed up formally to attend his funeral and walked him back into his "chains" again, did he 
acknowledge me. He gave me an unabashed head-to-toe look. "Your new boyfriend will love your new, emo- 
attire, Janne.. You look stunning, as always, dressed in all black.. Black suits you.." he made an effort to sound 


sarcastic, but the result was... uninspired. 


‘lam attending your funeral," | replied sternly, securing the handcuffs to the bedpost. He froze. "So, if by 
‘boyfriend’ you mean yourself.. Yes, | hope he loves me.. some day!" | tried to respond to his unintentional jest, 
hoping to stir some reaction in him, but failed. He became grave. Referring to his funeral in present tense only 
put a stamp of finality to his life as we all knew it. Alexi Laiho would cease to exist anymore. That was a 
heavy stone, some ugly shit to digest. | bit my lower lip remorsefully. "Damn, Allu... I'm sorry." - sorry for 


your loss? How ironic! - “This feels so fucking real.. It even hurts!" 


His bottom lip quivered and he barely managed to suppress his tears. "Just take care of my mom and dad, wil 
you? You owe them! You're putting them through this fucking helll" he accused me with a faltering voice and 
finally let his pain morph his face into a mask of agony. | knelt beside him and put a comforting arm around his 
weak shoulders. He twitched violently. "You crazy bitch! | can't believe that you caused all this!" he screamed 
and started kicking me. If his hands were free | bet he would have clawed me. "It's fucking unbelievable!" he 


stuttered between sobs. 

"| wish you could trust me. | know | don't deserve shit, but.. It's for the best, | promise." 

My words only infuriated him, a rush of crimson suddenly flooding his face, a pulsing vein cracking his 

forehead like thunder. He squirmed and banged around in his attempt to headbutt me. "Best for whom? Are 
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you fucking ruts?" he retorted. 


"Best for you.. For us." 


"What are you talking about, Janne? There is no US!" he yelled, so loud that | had to hush him with my hands. 


‘| used to want it, damn how much | wanted it!" he blasted despondently and burst into tears again. "| might 


still want it.." he whispered, barely audibly, gasping for air. "But after.. You know what.. | quit! | don't want 


anything. Just fucking.. stop and leave me alone! You hurt me and you scare me.." he said finally. 


Difficult for a stubborn dick to admit belittling feelings like fear and desire. | closed my arms firmly around 
him, engulfing him in my broader embrace, and tried to soothe him; rubbed his back and placed small kisses on 
top of his head to make him relax. | didn't take seriously his words. He was enraged and was speaking 


thoughtlessly. 


Please, give us a chance. I'll take care of you from now on..." | almost begged and he glanced at me with an 


indecipherable expression, a mixture of disgust, doubt and alarm. 


| kissed him on the cheeks while he was still weeping; kissed the salty tears and cupped his always beautiful 
face. Then, | brushed my lips over his, spontaneously, in my attempt to console him. It came out so naturally 
as if Alexi and | had always been one. For an instant, he seemed receptive to my affection My need to 
minimize the distance between us and kiss him properly nearly overpowered me, but instead, | lingered within 


breathing distance from his face, indecisive. Finally, | retreated before he could spit on my face. 


He was upset, so | stood up to fetch him a tranquilizer and a glass of water. "Take this, babe. It's for your 
own good, while I'm away." He accepted my offer without further discussion. | wasn't impressed. Alexi was 
renowned for opting to indulge in substances and submerge himself in apathy rather than stay sober and face 


his demons. 


His funeral took place at the Malmi Cemetery in Helsinki. They would bury the retrieved personal items in a 
symbolic ceremony since there was no body. Only a few remaining friends were present, in silence and grief. 
Among them, Henkka, Jaska, Daniel and my brother, Antti. | suppose if we'd let the CoB fans in, the crowd 


would have been bleeding out of the graveyard plot lanes - like at our concerts. 


My wife escorted me. She stood by my side, sad at the news of Alexi's death. She was well aware of the 
impact this loss would have on our lives and therefore didn't question my feelings. She had always known about 
my.. secret, despite choosing to ignore it for the last few years. | had made it pretty clear that my mental 
state was unhinged, that | was suffering inside. | told her that | needed to be alone, promising to keep her 
informed, which she accepted. | couldn't define how long this said isolation would last. Luckily for me, the first 
Covid-I9 quarantine would soon be taking over Europe, inevitably prolonging my absence for an unspecified 
amount of time. 


Antti walked to my side and whispered discreetly in my ear, "Janne, where have you been? I'm worried about 
you. You've been missing a lot and | haven't got any excuses left to cover you to your wife. Please, be careful 
and.. | love you, bro.." | embraced him, wishing | could take refuge in his stouter arms, thriving on his selfless 


concern. If only | could open up to him and share my burden.. But no! It would only be too unfair. 


On my way out of the graveyard, Alexis mother stopped me. She hugged me tenderly, the way only a knowing 


mother would. | snuggled in her tiny embrace, yearning for the overflow of affection 


"Baby... | know you're in pain. Alexi always loved you. | was so happy about you two.. | still see you as my son.. 


Just wanted to tell you." 


That was the moment my clashing emotions reached their breaking point; | burst into frenetic tears - and to 


hell with whoever might be watching us! 
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"How are you feeling?" Henkka asked me after the funeral and Jaska brought me a mug of hot, spiced wine. The 


three of us had gathered in the CoB hangar, alone for a remembrance and farewell meeting. 


"l" H was difficult to articulate anything at the moment. All | was thinking about was the checklist | had to 
complete prior to our departure and the preparations for the long road trip. The precautionary measures, the 
provisions and medical stuff we should have with us.. Googling the "safest" route, skirting the EU countries.. 


Servicing my car for the 4000-km trip. Stuff like that. | looked at him, baffled. 
"Are you blind, Henkka? What a question - he's devastated" Jaska answered for me. 


"I know, Jas... Janne, please. If there's anything we can do to make you feel better.." Henkka knelt before me, 


putting his hands on my knees. | took a sip of the wine. 
"l. Can | have a cigarette, please?" | asked and they exchanged worried glances. So uncharacteristic of me. 


"Sure." Jaska offered me one. | lit it with trembling hands, under their scrutiny, exhaled, coughed and repeated 
the procedure for a few minutes. They lit cigarettes for themselves, following my example and we spent some 
time smoking, connecting quietly, musing together about the same thing. Only Alexi and his stupid smokes were 
missing. 


"Do... Do you think that we could have done something more..? To help him, | mean. To prevent this-" | broke 


the silence with an honest question that was always bothering me. 
"Like what?" Jaska retorted 


"Dunno... Like admitting him to an institution for rehab, or a hospital for treatment.. You know, even forcing 


him." | hinted vaguely and both my friends gawked at my words. 


Oh, like beating him and dragging him there unwillingly? | didn't think that you were into that violent shit, 


Janne! Damn.." Jaska said, appalled by the mere implication of force. 


"Janne, please, calm down. Alexi was adamant and stubborn. No one could stop him! Have you forgotten all our 
fights? We knew about the drugs, the alcohol addiction, we knew about his medical results - you of all people 
knew the most about what he was facing! And what did he choose to do? Go and live as far away as possible, 


to Australia with that chick, so that we couldn't interfere with his life," Henkka stated. "Don't underestimate 


our efforts!" 
"But still.. If there was something / could have done.. You know what | mean." 


"Like coming out and marrying him? Is that what you mean?" Henkka replied grimly and Jaska sighed in 


discomfort. 
"Yes, even that! Why?" 


Firstly, we all know he's still married to Kim.. Was. And then, what would be the point? You didn't need that 
official shit - you always found your way, didn't you? Do you think we didn't know that you hooked up a 


thousand times after your alleged separation in 2015? Come on, Janne!" Henkka replied. 


"| don't think it would've changed shit," Jaska added, "because you were already together. Soulmates. But now 


you have a family and a child. You're not alone. He could never be there for you. You know Alexi." 


"l'm not sure about it anymore. If it was official, then maybe | could have persuaded him to take care of his 
fucking diabetes and his liver problems.. Moderate the substance abuse. We might not have had any real 


children, but music would have been our child.. together..." 


"Yeah, and live happily ever after, unless he offed himself earlier! Wake up, Janne! You know he had serious 
mental issues. Alexi hated himself! He was unstable! What would've become of you, then? | think you're lucky 
to have your wife, who is primarily your friend and apprehensive of your.. dark side. Don't you ever doubt it! 
And she's given you a son - what would Allu have given you? Nothing but hell and shit!" Henkka said 
mercilessly and extinguished his cigarette in the ashtray. It felt as if he had stubbed the butt out on my 
heart. 


My vision had already blurred with tears. Henkka's words devastated me. On a funny note, it was indeed hell 
and shit that Alexi had been giving me, especially lately. Its not like I'd never considered that version. It had 
been my greatest fear, which led me to where we were standing at that moment. Jaska sensed my discomfort 


and pulled me closer, into a hug. He glowered at Henkka, to make him stop, before he spoke. 


"Janne, you mustn't burden yourself with such hypothetical questions. I's not your fault. Alexi's death is not 
your fault!" (But it was!) "You couldn't have saved him. He had made up his mind long before we even 
attempted to help him. You loved him more than anyone, you gave him everything, but still, it wasn't enough.. 
It doesn't change the result." 


No, | wanted to protest. | wasn't sure about that anymore; | still doubted whether | had given him everything | 
still had things to give him. 


Chapter 1: Riding on the Google Maps 


Author's Notes: 

As the title implies, this is basically how this chapter was written.. It wasn't only for fictional-Janne who did 
his "studying" of Google Maps, in this chapter. There are places and names that are directly copy-pasted from 
Google Maps, to make the story more realistic. Any mention of the countries noted isn't done in a way to 
demean the citizens and culture. There is a reference to Russia and Ukraine, but | want to point out that 
there is no political insinuation, regarding the present situation and the ongoing war. | tried to tackle the issue 
only geographically. The name of the Greek doctor is fictional (if one googles it, it comprises the most common 
first and last names | could find). The same applies to the Finnish name Mikko Kontio - all fictitious, but 
realistic sounding, right? Alexi's medical condition doesn't rely on real facts, but it's all the things that my mind 
created to put some credibility to this narrative. 


Notes: # refers to “Tonight he grins again’ by Savatage (<3), 
*2 refers to "Why trust you" by Alice Cooper, 

#3 refers to the same-titled Netflix series, 

#4 refers to "Never let me down again" by Depeche Mode, 


*5 refers to some funny videos with CoB (here are the links hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tk4VzrQID5k, 
https:// www.youtube.com/ watch?v =GjybEQa-Bnk ), 


*b refers to "Till the End", by Motorhead , 


*] | tried to "portray" the city of Pustoshka (NyctowKa) (‘puisto' in Finnish means 'park') which would be on 
their alleged route and somehow sounded very close. 


Anyway, | hope you enjoy this! 


Chapter 7 - Riding on the Google Maps 


Alexi was piercing me with questioning eyes too big for his hollow face, which only added to the dramatic 
effect. He looked different with a beard, or whatever this irregular, patchy growth was called, anyway. He 
hadn't shaved for a week, following my instructions for a new look, as yet another precautionary measure 


against being identifiable. | never really liked him with facial hair, the male element clashed too prominently with 


his otherwise effeminate smoothness. It transformed him into someone he was not. | wanted him to look 


delicate and immaculate, like a porcelain doll | wanted to fuck. 


He was still under the influence of the sedative, but this didn't mean that he wasn't conscious of his 
surroundings. Perhaps the drug had made his perception more acute, only dulling the irritability caused by the 


moderation of the alcohol and nicotine input. | couldn't just cut those off, or he would go berserk. 


| returned my attention to my laptop. An email | was expecting eagerly had just arrived A Greek surgeon who 
specialized in liver conditions had booked us an appointment in the private hospital he was collaborating with in 
Athens, for examination and evaluation. They would be running all the necessary tests and scans, to appreciate 


the extent of the damage. The appointment was set in ten days, which meant we had to leave... tomorrow! 


The safest, control-wise, option was to drive through Russia, Ukraine, Romania, and Bulgaria before reaching 
our destination, Athens, Greece. According to Google Maps, this trip traversed the fewest countries, and 
despite the significant detouring and potentially hazardous encounters, it equaled fewer borders. Since when had 
the authorities become a bigger threat to us, compared to street gangs and criminals? It made me wonder. 


Well, that's what happens when one equates themselves with scum.. 


| ran my checklist for the trip: legal and medical documents? Check. Clothes, shoes, coats, and the like for 
both? Check. | rummaged through the flea market to buy new casual wear for Alexi. Cash? Check. The amount 
| had.. confiscated from his place would suffice; otherwise, | could always use my credit card. Better to leave a 
trail than to get jumped and robbed of our belongings in the middle of nowhere. Besides, | wasn't a fugitive; just 
a legitimate traveler.. Accommodations in Athens? Check. Laptop, cell phone, chargers, and other gadgets? 
Check. Medicines, insulin, needles, prescribed drugs, first-aid and the rest of our amenities? All double-checked 
and handy. A warm blanket.. CDs.. My acoustic guitar and keyboard, to keep us sane... Healthy (and not-so- 
healthy) snacks and water.. Everything was ready for the 50-hour road trip. 


| would sedate Alexi for the biggest part of the drive to avoid any erratic behaviors, put him in diapers - end 
of story - to make my life easier and roll him in the blanket to keep him warm (and concealed). If he slept 
through the trip, we would avoid too many relief stops. Diabetics need to pee all the time! It would only delay 
us and attract human interaction We had a lot of fans in Russia and Ukraine. Unless we played at a concert, 


those fans had better keep away from us, that week in particular. 


"We're leaving tomorrow after midnight," | announced to him and he gave me a suspicious look. "We're going to 


Greece." 


He chortled. "Winter holidays, | presume? Is that what all the Google Maps-studying was about?" he asked, 
unimpressed. "Don't expect tropical temperatures and sunny beaches. You know.. It's cold in the winter down 


there, too." 


| cackled at his comment. "Glad to see your caustic humor come back. | wish it was for a holiday, babe, but.. 
Is more permanent. The time for you to be treated for your health conditions has arrived, Allu. Away from 


everything that corrupts you. Dr. George Papadopoulos is a liver specialist in a big, private hospital in Athens, 


the capital of Greece, you know-" he flipped me off in an ‘I'm-not-stupid' fashion and | smirked, "-and we have 
an appointment next week. He and his team will examine you and discuss our options, regarding your 
treatment" 


"You're not serious..." 


"Oh, | AM serious! You ARE going to be cured, Mr. Laiho! | promised I'd save you. I've arranged everything," | 
said proudly and approached him. "Let me show you..” 


First, | presented him the itinerary in detail, even the online correspondence with the doctor and his team. He 


looked awed by my accomplishments. 

Then | showed him the fake documents Jari had provided me. 

"What's this?" 

"Your passport and ID." 

"Mikko Kontio?" he read. 

"Yes, that's you. Your name." 

“But... Mikko Kontio? |-" 

"Get used to it" 

| reached for a small pouch | was keeping reverently in my pocket and opened it before him. My heart 
throbbed in my chest with anticipation. A set of gold wedding rings rolled out onto my palm, gleaming in the 
warm light. "Also get used to this," | declared and put one on his ring finger, the other on mine. 

He was about to protest, but | stopped him. "What? We're married. This will solve any procedural issues - no 
one is going to question us.." | said and patted his hand, admiring the token of our partnership, which made me 
blush: "Ok, maybe its not only about my legal rights over you... l.. | should have done that a long time ago," | 
admitted. "Its symbolic." He remained silent, evaluating my vociferous statement and mental state. "Stop 


gawking at me like I'm some madman, will you? You know | mean it." 


| composed myself quickly, in order to deal with the rest of my tasks before our departure. Without further 
notice, | pulled his head down and forward. "Now say goodbye to your pretty hair...” 


"Janne," he gasped, terrified - and | felt peculiarly satisfied. 


“Shut up! I'm not risking getting caught at the border," | stated seriously. So, | produced an old pair of scissors, 
snatched his ponytail, and clipped it sloppily, to the level of his chin. The blond silk tufts landed before my feet. 


"Don't worry. It will grow back. Its not shaved off, right? Now, we have to cover all these striking tattoos, 
starting with this ugly coiled snake that connects you with your petty old life.." | blabbered and opened a tube 


of liquid make-up concealer, in the palest color tone. "We'll need to remove this permanently someday, alright?" 


| held his left hand steady and started applying the creamy substance with a makeup sponge, obliterating all 
evidence of Alexi Laiho's previous life... till the next application. 


"This is really happening, isn't it? You've really set up all this crazy shit all alone!" he murmured, appalled but 


impressed at the same time and | smiled humbly. 
‘Of course. It wasn't that easy, but it was worth it. Too much time on Google Maps, like you said." 


He didn't move anymore, dumbfounded by my advances. When | finished my... stylistic intervention, | took a step 
back to inspect him and ran my fingers through his shorter hair, to shape it in a more appealing way. An 
unruly lock kept on falling into his face, tickling his jaw. 


"| like it. You look nice. Honestly.” 
He only snorted. 


SRR REE E OR RR RR RRR RRR RK REE 


We left the cabin at two o'clock in the morning. You know, late at night the strange come out*!; vampires, 
ghosts, zombies - and now us. It wasn't so dark due to the freshly laid snow, but it was dead quiet. Nature 
was holding her breath in awe of our plans. We felt compelled to whisper out of respect for the prevailing 
silence - or not talk at all. Our footsteps made funny crunchy noises on the crisp snow. | took a chilly deep 


breath to regulate my galloping heartbeat; | was anxious, no shit! | didn't want us to get caught. 

Earlier that day, | had cleaned up all the remnants of our stay at the cabin. | incinerated any burnable evidence 
that might carry his DNA and somehow be discovered by an unforeseen witness and bring on a second-level 
investigation by the authorities. 

| consulted the route on Google Maps. We would be crossing the border with Russia in about 230km; two 
hours of driving. It wouldn't be wise to sedate him for so little. He should be awake during the passport 
controls. | gave him a worried look. 

"What?" he asked me. 


| was wondering... if | can trust you not to cause any trouble at the border." 


He huffed and started singing: "Why trust you? You never made a dream come true - Why trust you? Give me 


one good reason, one good reason why*?. Of course not. Why would you trust a strong, energetic guy like me?" 


he made fun of himself. "Maybe I'll get rid of you, drive back to Helsinki, and tell everybody about your sick 
little joke!" He even chuckled. 


OK, he persuaded me. | locked the handcuffs on his wrists behind his back. Then | pressed his head down, 
pushing him into the seat next to the driver's like a policeman, and fastened his seatbelt. Not a very 
comfortable way to spend the two-hour drive, but better safe than sorry. He grumbled, annoyed. 


"We'll drive until the Vaalimaa border like this. After the security checkpoint, we're pulling off. First thing, 
you're putting on a diaper and taking these pills. They will keep you sedated for a long time so that you don't 
make a fuss while I'm driving. We'll be deep into Russia by the time you wake up. You won't understand shit!" 


He goggled at me, appalled. "I'm not wearing that thing, as if | am some baby! No fucking way, dude!" 


‘lm not asking you, Alexi. | am just informing you. Don't wanna risk getting my car damaged, becouse of your 
stubbornness," | concluded and he glared at me. 


"Fucking perv! What's this, some new, dirty kink? Jesus fucking Christ! You're gross!" he protested and turned 
his head the other way petulantly, transfixed on the view out of his window. 


| sniggered, amused. He would comply, eventually. But it was better not to discuss it arduously throughout the 
first part of our expedition. Better to let the music fill in the void A road trip collection of songs by 
Motörhead, Molly Hatchet, Doc Holliday, Lynyrd Skynyrd and Clutch was already playing on my car's stereo 


system. It was kind of a relief, listening to those hard rock songs, so appropriate for the occasion: a bit 


nostalgic, a bit upbeat, a bit rock'n'roll; feeling like a gangster in an episode of the Sons of Anarchy *? 


Two hours later, my GPS navigator informed us that we were approaching the Russian crossing point. My 
heart started to beat thunderously. | pulled over, turned to Alexi and anxiously repeated my earlier question: 
"Can | trust you to cooperate?" 


He scowled and grimaced, before finally replying in a weary voice, "I've lost everything, Janne.. | have no life, 


nowhere to go, thanks to you. | am no one. Do whatever you want; | won't cause a scene...” 
"OK, lets do this.. Mikko!" | said and unlocked the handcuffs. 
| think he smiled faintly at his new name. 


The sleepy officers checked our luggage, passports and car boot. They only found clothes, personal hygiene 
items and legit drugs. No illegal substances, no guns, no crammed refugees, no trafficked women. They didn't 
care about any bogus passports, obviously - or, Jari had done a great job faking the papers. They let us drive 
through and wished us a happy and safe trip, due to the ice. | thanked them politely in their language - 
"Crnacn6o" - and drove away. No ice could cool me down enough at that moment. | was feeling so hot as if it 
was summer in the Sahara desert at noon! 


Alexi remained impartial, grinning like an unsuspected Finnish citizen who was just.. taking a ride with his best 


friend** - positively surprising me, given the circumstances. "You're giving yourself away, you fool." he 
muttered with that fake smile on his face, seeing my reaction, which amused and relieved me. Perhaps he had 


started to trust me again. 


And this was the first milestone of our endeavor. Russia welcomed us in her vast lands at five o'clock in the 


morning. A rush of adrenaline revived all my senses. | felt cranked up! 


Twenty minutes later and having put some distance between us and the Russian border, | pulled off at a 
clearing on the side of the highway. Beyond this lay the thick, black woods, looking threatening and uninviting. 


Hopefully, no one was lurking in those shadows - we weren't tailed, anyway. 


| shot out of the car enthusiastically. We were in the middle of nowhere, among frozen trees, snowy ground 
and darkness - and we were free! We had managed it! We had passed the controls undetected. | couldn't simply 
contain my exhilaration; | laughed out loud, screamed happily, pulling Alexi out of the car with me. We rolled on 


the snow like small kids, like in that old video, when we were partying drunk in the snow-covered parks of 


Helsinki. | even threw a snowball at his face - | owed him one, let's not forget *"! He shared my excitement 
with a restrained laugh. In fact, he was struggling to respond, due to the cold and fatigue - and our ongoing 


contention - but at least he was smiling. | wanted to thank him for his cooperation. 


"You see, Allu? See? We made it! We're free! We made it!" | ululated and cupped his cheeks with my hands, on 
the spur of the moment. He didn't bash me as | pulled him closer. "I love you, baby!" | confessed loudly and 
planted a hungry kiss on his mouth. 


He parted his lips to accept me, an automated reaction Maybe it was the excitement of the unexpected 
success - but it felt normal and perfect to kiss passionately again. As if time had reversed, the last five 
years had been just a nightmare, and we hadn't ever stopped being together. 


"| love you, baby...” | repeated in a lower voice as | pulled away from the kiss, my eyes still glued on his. | 
tucked an unruly lock of his hair behind his ear and hugged him again 


He was mumbling a reply - "I can't believe you did that", or something like that, his voice stifled by my coat 


and strangling arms. | was pressing him too tightly in my embrace for fear | lost him. 


After the exuberance had subsided, stern logic prevailed. | led him to the backseat, to put forward the other, 
less appealing leg of the agenda. Stick to the plan, dont get too enthusiastic, | reminded myself. He gave me a 
quizzical stare before realization dawned on him. In a second, he narrowed his eyes with annoyance and 


squirmed to escape, a protest already forming on his lips. | held him fixed and hushed him tenderly. 


"Shh... Please. Help me with this.." | implored and he grunted involuntarily. 


| lowered his sweatpants and underwear in order to put the diaper on him, and inevitably touched him 
intimately. It wasn't the first time having to deal with his naked body, | had bathed, taken care of and palpated 
every inch and corner indiscreetly while we were at the cabin - not to mention all the things we had done 
before. Yet, this time, it was different. My determination faltered and my intentions veered off my initial, strict 
plans as my mind was still intoxicated with the unexpected surge of exhilaration | ran my fingers over his pale 
skin and swallowed dryly, desire rising inside me, replacing every other emotion. | needed more of him. | needed 
to fondle him, kiss him, make him relax and love him. Not put him in a diaper - what a graceless, disturbing 
chore! He didn't protest or move away from my tentative approach. Maybe he was experiencing the same need 
for proximity. | ogled him intensely and focused on the silent exchange between us, eyes obscured with want, 


pupils dilated to their fullest extents. 


Stick to the plan, | mentally admonished myself - and rebuffed myself, Shut up! OK, | didn't want to take 
advantage of him, no matter how much | desired him. Our balance was precarious, based on a spontaneous 
drive. It would bring about dire consequences once he "recalled" that | had actually kidnapped him out of his life 
and destroyed his real identity - not that he had forgotten, just saying. | wanted it to be consensual when it 


happened, like always. | could wait. 
He seemed to perceive my inner turmoil and gave an end to the emotional build-up. 


"Lemme do it on my own, at least, without you making me feel lame, ok?" | nodded and he put on the 
humiliating item. He pulled up his sweatpants then and sat upright on the seat. "Happy? Now, give me the 
sedatives," he went on and | obeyed, hypnotized. He washed them down with some water and then lay down on 
his side. | tucked him in the blanket and secured the middle seat belt around his waist, to keep him in place in 
case of an abrupt stop. It would take around half an hour for the pills to kick in. We exchanged a deep, 
reassuring stare before | returned to my seat and turned on the ignition, my heart still racing. | pressed the 
play button and Motörhead poured out of the speakers, in a symbolic song: "Don't tell me what fo do my friend 
- Youll break more hearts than you can mend - | know myself like no one else - nothing to defend.. "yb 

A few hours later | was hastily devouring a sandwich and gulping a strong, black coffee, bitter as hell, at a 
convenience store by the highway outside St. Petersburg. A smoldering cigarette was burning between my 
fingers, a temporary, acquired necessity, to mitigate the tension. If | was less stressed, | would have taken a 
walk in the city centre, gaze at the colorful Orthodox church domes and architectural attractions, or guzzle 


down a bottle of Russian vodka. However, being in fugitive mode only made me keep going. 


The sun was hiding behind thick clouds, which made the air drizzling cold. Yet, | didn't want to eat indoors, in 
the warmth of the cafeteria, while Alexi was unconscious, alone in the car. | had to keep an eye on him. | 
puffed on my cigarette and walked back to the car. He was fast asleep, drooling on the blanket, a small pool of 


saliva indicating how insensate he was. | tenderly wiped his face clean and sat back down to resume driving. 


| was forced, though, to stop at around two in the afternoon, as | perceived Alexi stirring, coming out of his 


comatose slumber. 


"Janne!" he groaned, distressed. His agony made me step hard on the brakes. My car screeched to a halt on 


the tarmac. 


Alexi tried to sit up and barely managed not to throw up onto the seat. He spilled his guts on his shirt, though. 
The medication had caused him nausea and disorientation. | should have foreseen it. | jumped out of the car and 
ran to his aid, soaking up the vomit with some tissues and wiping his pallid face with cool water. Without 
second thought, | bundled the dirty shirt in a disposable bag and tied the knot tightly; the stench was making 
me nauseous. He was shivering, so | dressed him in a warmer sweater. My thin and delicate Allu, who forever 


looked like a small, fragile boy! | melted with affection for him. 


It was time we took a longer break to eat, relax and refuel. Check his blood sugar. | stopped at the first 


urbanized formation on the way. 


SERRE RE ERIE ORR RE EEEE RK KK RE EK Æ 


By eight o'clock in the evening, my legs couldn't function anymore, and weariness was taking its toll on me. The 
hyper-alertness that was keeping me in motion had given way to drowsiness. | had been behind the wheel for a 
damn long time and covered about IOO km. We were quite far away from home - safe to get a room for the 
night to rest. Apart from that, my "baggage" was very sensitive and needed extra care. Keeping Alexi 
immobilized and sedated for so long must have exhausted and probably injured him. He needed a proper meal, a 


warm bath and a soft bed. Get the blood circulating in his veins again. 
| wanted to provide him some comfort. 


We stopped at a hotel, on the outskirts of a town, the name of which sounded like something... floral in Finnish 
- but probably meant nothing in Russian*!. | parked the car in the designated parking space and booked us a 
twin bed room. The lady at the reception desk gave us a strange look - which only sent shivers down my spine. 
Was it recognition? She didn't seem like a CoB fan, more like a poor soul who needed money. She accepted the 
banknotes eagerly and then felt obliged to be friendly, asking questions about our trip and the like. | lied, telling 


her that we were heading back to Moscow, as a distraction 


Alexi was a wreck. The woman - Natalia - was shooting him cautious fleeting glances, before asking me, "Is he 
OK? Does he need a doctor?" 


| reassured her, "He's just tired, nothing to worry about," and excused us on the first opportunity. 
He could barely walk to our room unassisted, not to mention maintain any small talk. He was pallid, dizzy and 
unstable, so | joined him in the bathroom, helping him out of his clothes and diaper. He lowered his eyes, feeling 


ashamed of his condition 


"Please, stop staring," he asked, embarrassed. 


Truth is | couldn't take my eyes off of him, but | wasn't seeing his poor condition He wasn't a model, sure, but 
he still fascinated me. Honestly, though, nothing about him looked alright! | was seriously alarmed about his 
welfare and his emaciated, wretched body - and then my urge to caress and smother him in love was so 


infectious, eliminating any sense of discretion and restraint. 


‘lm not nosy, Allu. | don't want to make you feel uncomfortable. | just have to check on you in case you need 
assistance.." | said with a subdued voice and sat on the toilet lid, to watch him shower. | persuaded myself that 


| was staying in there for safety reasons. Yeah, sure.. 
| was just fucking horny. 


When he finished, he dried his body and hair with a towel, and lay down on one of the two beds, exhausted. 
Naked. He was already looking slightly better. Taking on the role of a doctor, | sat down beside him and 
examined his entire body for any open wounds, discolorations, and soreness and massaged his back, biceps, 
thighs, calves, and feet with soothing movements. Occasionally, he groaned. Perhaps he was rejoicing, himself. | 
kept in mind that diabetes could inflict sly injuries that couldn't easily heal. | was very thorough and sighed 


relieved, upon finding his skin unblemished and his nerve response impeccable. 


After my examination, he remained motionless, sprawled out, and relaxed on the mattress, and | hovered above 
him like a predator, leaning on my arms, our legs tangled together. We stared at each other, speechless, 
waiting for something to happen, someone's brave initiative. He was still naked - and | was fully dressed. It was 
unequal. With a yank and a kick, | got rid of my clothes and returned to my previous position, above him. | 
couldn't hold back anymore. | kissed his lips and caressed his face. My affectionate gesture moved lower, to his 


shoulders and torso and the same urge that had possessed me on the road took me over again. 
"Allu." | breathed in his name and kissed him again. 


He reciprocated the kiss, hesitantly opening his pliant lips to allow my tongue into his mouth. He even placed a 
hand on my cheek. Our bodies barely touched but it was enough to ignite a fire between us. Something 
irresistibly hard was poking at my belly. 


| ventured a bold hand down, between his thighs, to grasp said hardness and ran a finger across his length. He 
was hard and hot, wet with precum. | couldn't help squeezing him lightly, eliciting a sigh of pleasure. He was 
driving me crazy with lust. Inane murmurs escaped my mouth, unprovoked, and | removed my hand to let 
myself plop down on him, pinning him on the bed with my weight. Our bodies latched with geometrical precision 
and it felt heavenly. We started grinding against each other with languid rocking movements, our erections 
sliding together, flirting, leaving wet trails on our skin. There was no doubt about what our bodies demanded; it 
was crystal clear - and leaking! | stared intently into his eyes, fishing for an affirmative signal, a nod to 
proceed. He only returned a scared look, lips swollen with anticipation, trembling yet reluctant to give in, the 


whole scene was overcharged emotionally. 


‘Mmhmm..? Allu? Babe..2" | prodded him but he averted his eyes. The pulse on his neck became visible, 
throbbing and swelling the vein, his breath hitching; it confused me. If the year had been 2008, | wouldn't have 


doubted, nor waited, my fingers would have already reached the shrine between his thighs, the little bud that 
always opened up to my intrusive push. It didn't happen, though, which only added to my befuddlement. "Babe... 
Do you..? l.. | want you so badly.." | whispered. He didn't look back at me, making the emotional hindrance 

between us bigger. “Allu..? Hmm?" | pressed on again, pangs of shame already mercilessly twisting my guts. He 


closed his eyes, shaking with fear - or cold? - his body stiff and unresponsive, gradually losing his tumescence. 


"|... | don't understand.. | thought-" | muttered. 


Like a tidal wave that was now receding, the sexual tension between us waned, leaving us bare, confronting 
each other with unequal fear and suspicion - and despair. All the toxicity of the past five years and the 
paranoia of the last month were condensed in that jittery, awkward moment. | didn't need his verbal 


confirmation. | pulled away and stood up, torn by anger and panic. Suddenly, | was feeling way too exposed. 


My unquenched urge to fuck him and his rejection clashed violently in me. My body ached. Barely did | manage 
to control myself from bashing my fist into the wall. | was humiliated and simply wanted to go "poof" and 
disappear. | moved towards the window, reaching for that lousy pack of cigarettes in my jacket pocket, and took 
one out with spasmodic movements. Standing with my back on Alexi, ashamed to even glimpse him, | lit it and 


blew out a thick cloud. There was instant fuzziness - so it worked - and | repeated the procedure in silence. 
"Sorry, Janne... l.. just can't." he only stuttered, voice broken 


"No, it's ok. | get it. | shouldn't have-" | coughed nervously, "shouldn't have gotten too excited about-" | took 
one final deep drag of the cigarette and opened the window, to throw out the butt like an uncivilized brute. "l 
pressed you...” and | turned to face him. 


He hadn't moved, nor covered his nakedness, lucid white skin gleaming in the dim light, served splayed and 
vulnerable on the bed for me. Seduction incarnate, even in that wretched state - why did he keep on tantalizing 


me? "Let's order some delivery, ok? I'm starving! Gonna take a shower while waiting," | said and he nodded. 


Chapter 8: Talk to me. 


Author's Notes: 

No political, ethnic, or racial discrimination is intended in this chapter. Everything that was written in my A/N 
on chapter 1 applies to this chapter as well. Alexi's medical condition, as portrayed throughout the whole 
narrative is fictional and doesn't rely upon medical documents, so it's cut out to fit this particular story. The 
song "Killed by Death" by Motorhead is insinuated with (*). | hope you enjoy this installation and feel free to 
indicate any possible mistakes I've made while dealing with the countries (culture, geography, language, people) 


that are being mentioned. 


Chapter 8: Talk to me. 


The next morning, it was him who looked for the sedative pills and the diapers - with unexpected eagerness, | 
must add - and | cringed. It seemed he wanted desperately to black out and cut off any communication 
between us, after that... thing in the night. | granted his wish, rather disappointed, but was left with no other 
option. Sure, it would have been better if we had talked things out before sedating him. | took on my driving 
duties to the sounds of Slayer and Lamb of God. You know, romantic.. ballads to soothe my soul. 


We crossed the border with Ukraine in the evening. Once again uneventtully, but there was no enthusiasm 
within our company this time; no cheerful laughter, or rolling in the snow, no loving hugging and kissing, and 
definitely no intimate fondling. Alexi looked acquiescent and sad from the moment | woke him for the passport 


controls. 

"Do you wanna sleep it off? The remaining part till Kiev, | mean.." | asked him when he finally exited the 
restroom of the cafeteria where we had stopped to eat and refresh, a few kilometers after the border. | was 
smoking a cigarette, irritable with everything, while he was taking his sweet time in there, hopefully not 
committing suicide. Three Romani people had already approached me saying god knows what in an 
incomprehensible, Slavic accent, but | declined whatever they offered. 


Alexi looked at me, a bit flustered and indecisive. 


"Its gonna take about three hours," | clarified 
"Uh... Yeah. | think I'd better sleep." 


Ok, Allu, as you wish, | thought to myself and handed him a half dose, annoyed. Deep inside, | wished he would 
opt to stay awake so that we could talk, exchange our apologies and explanations. Not happening. What did | 


expect of him, anyway? The moment he downed the pill, | bought a new pack of cigarettes under his 
disapproving stare, and even lit one inside the car, provocatively, before turning on the ignition 


"Dude, what's the deal? You smoke now? In the car?" he cringed. 
"Yeah. Want one? ‘Pryluky;" | read, "Ukrainian cigarettes...” 


"You're out of your mind, Janne. Goodnight!" He crouched on the seat, with his back on me. Fuck you, | mouthed 


as | looked at his reflection in the rearview mirror. 


"Kiev", the big sign read in intricate Cyrillic script before my startled eyes. My frustration was so great that | 
barely realized when we arrived in the city! It was as if we had been copy-pasted there. My body was in 
control of the car, in automated movements, but my mind had drifted to the abysmal seas of misery until | 


noticed that we were driving through inhabited surroundings. 


We checked into a cheap-looking hotel and | ordered food at the reception desk - something healthy for both, 

and a diet Coke for me. The most intimate contact | had with Alexi was when | gave him his shot of insulin on 
his belly, finding his blood sugar elevated subsequent to our meal. At least he didn't kick me. Maybe he wanted 
me to give the injection to him. There is some form of intimacy in piercing him with the needle, some sort of 
penetration, holding him in place and shooting the liquid into his body. Talk about a farfetched form of 


submission. 


"Are you afraid of needles, Allu?" | asked him, both bemused and amused, as | removed the needle from the 


insulin pen. 


"No, why do you even-" he protested and then realized my bitter assumption: "Ohh... Stupid you.." he relented. 
"That's not why | allow you to do it." We gazed at each other and he lowered his eyes, even blushed. "You 
always do it better." 


My heart skipped a beat at the sudden.. surge of appreciation My legs felt wobbly, ready to give in to my 
weight. | cuffed him by the ankles with trembling hands - so that he wouldn't attempt to escape while we 
were sleeping - and kissed the top of his head "Goodnight, Allu. Six o'clock in the morning" was all | managed to 
say, and hurried to my bed, burying myself under the thick covers. Tears had already soaked my eyes. | 
muffled my stupid sniffles, for fear he would hear them. But | wanted to conclude our precious exchange with 
this promising phrase - you always do it better - rather than spoil the positivity with a dispiriting follow-up. 
We had a lot of poisonous "missiles" stowed, waiting to be launched against each other. 


The distinct smell of burning cigarettes woke me up. My watch was showing two in the morning. Alexi was 
smoking my cigarettes in the dark, sitting by the window in an odd position, courtesy of his bound ankles. He 


looked like a ghost, pale, almost translucent and disheveled; a visitation from the other side. 


"Damn - what are you doing?" | freaked out. 


"Stealing your smokes," he replied but sounded distraught. | turned on the light on the nightstand, only to see 


that his eyes were swollen and wet 
"Why are you crying?" 

"Just.. Ignore it, alright?" 

"No, it's not alright! Are the cuffs hurting you" 


"What the fuck do you want, Janne? Go to sleep, for fuck's sake, you're driving one thousand kilometers again 
in the morning. You need to rest. I've been sleeping all day.. Can't sleep any more," he tried to rebuff me but | 


sat up, more alert than before. 
"No. Please, talk to me." 
"Go to sleep!" 


‘lm not going anywhere!" | jumped out of bed, came to his side and unlocked the cuffs. "I'm sorry to keep you 


restrained..." 


"That's not the issue. I'm used to your scary little fetishes, you know." He took a deep drag of his cigarette 


and gazed out of the window. 


| rubbed his feet gently and then lit a cigarette for myself, under his questioning scrutiny. "Nice Ukrainian 
smokes, huh?" | remarked and he snorted. "Tomorrow we're trying some Romanian ones." We both smirked with 


a sigh and continued smoking for a while, quietly, next to each other like good old pals. 
It was getting late and we really needed to rest, so | pushed him to go to his bed. He hesitated. 


"Can | lie down with you?" he pleaded in a low voice and surprised me. That used to be our old routine after 
sex - or nightmares (or a combination of both, | guess). Was he haunted by his demons again? "Just lie there, 


you know.. Nothing else.." he needed to explain 


"Sure. Come here." | opened my arms to him and he obeyed. He nestled like a child, in a fetal position with his 
back to me. He was cold and shivering, so | rubbed his arms and covered us both with the comforter. | kissed 
his temple from the side and turned off the lights, then wriggled closer and spooned him, comfortably circling 
his bony waist with my arm and pressing my crotch against his meatless bum. And yeah, | grabbed some 
refreshing sleep that night, despite the temptation Perhaps Kiev was a good place to be. 
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Waking up with Alexi in my arms was something | had long written off. My mind instantly interpreted it as 


false, an illusion, a bewildering misconception There was disorientation, yet the euphoria of holding him was so 


real and addictive that | didn't dare to move an inch, for fear the world around me would disintegrate and 
would all of a sudden be punched in the face by brutal reality. So be it, if we had miraculously traversed the 
timelines and woken up in an alternate universe, or in the past. Perhaps that's where | wanted to be - and | 


wanted it to last. 


The skeletal scarecrow squirmed and turned towards me, so now | could discern the details of his chiseled, 
bearded face - proof that it was indeed 2020 and not some halcyon, past year. His lips were slightly crinkled in 
a smile; apparently, the comforting sensation of my body was relaxing him, allowing him to immerse himself in 
habitual trust. | caressed his back affectionately, tracing all the protruding bones of his spine and rib cage, 
extending my advances to his arms then to the small of his back. His muscles stiffened so | stopped, didn't 


attempt to go further down. Any playful mood evaporated within an instant. 


"You know.. This is so confusing.." he murmured after a while, a hint of mirth lingering on his lips, eyes stil 
shut. "Instinctively, | know it's you and it's just fucking normal to be with you, you know.. Your smell, your 
taste.. Nothing has changed. | want it" He paused, took a lungful of air and opened his doleful, grayish eyes. 
Second thoughts gradually erased his smile; something was troubling him. "But then all the weird shit comes to 
mind, the hideous last years and the horror of the last month. Dude, you're not being your normal self... 
You've been acting like a madman. | don't know what to do! And you want us to do / The fuck! l.. | can't trust 


you; you piss me off and scare me - and then | fucking regret it," he finally confessed and | pulled him closer. 


Wrong thing to do; his body tensed more at the extra proximity. Fear, survival instincts, and wariness all kicked 
in. | loosened my grip and Alexi spoke again. "You've never been this delusional.. You were always funny, but 
sensible, you know.. down to earth and fucking logical. Sometimes annoyingly too logical. Now, you're acting so 
out of character. Don't you have a family? Aren't you supposed to be better off now? | mean, that's what 
you said, when you left the band. Yet, here you are, next to me, running like a fugitive through Eastern 
Europe, blowing up everything for.. me? Come onl" he scoffed and took a few minutes to compose himself. "You 
know, at first, | thought it was a stupid whim - that you wanted to have some... forbidden sex with me. Like 
always. But, dude - you've done.. frightening shit! Setting up my death? And faking documents? Jesus fucking 
Christ, Janne! | don't know if I'm dreaming or if this is all really happening, you know..." 


"IFs all real, Allu.. We are here, in Kiev, together, running like the fugitives, like you said," | mumbled, perturbed 
and indecisive of how to approach him. | didn't want to screw everything up. This was probably our chance to 
restore some communication. But his words bore some heart-wrenching truth to them. He mentioned "my life" 
- my family and my son. | had fucked it all up, and was about to make things worse! But how was | supposed 
to be a good father if | wasn't honest with myself, first? How could | pretend that everything was normal? 
Was | even normal, like ever? | had wasted my life "pretending" and holding back. Denying, but indulging. My life 
didn't belong to me - | didn't deserve anything | possessed! Nothing felt correct - and the realization brought 


me shame for my despicable behavior. "I know | suck.” 


"Well." he condescended. "| won't lie to you.. It's as if you've sold your soul to the Devil. You've gone too far, 


dude!" 


"Have you ever woken up and suddenly realized that your life is not what you really dreamed of and you have 
caged your soul in compromise and lies? That your heart lies somewhere else, and it is almost too late to 
make amends? That you are not who you show you are.. The only time | was being myself was when we were 


together... On that bus... In those hotels.. On that stage during those creative solos. Hidden in stupid nightclubs, 


pretending we were not what we wanted to be. And | fucked it up, even then. | know | hurt you" 
"Indeed. But, the thing is, Janne, | don't recognize you anymore!" 

"Neither do Il" | shouted and then lowered my tone. "I had no other option" 

"No? You could.. just talk, dude. Show. Ask.” 

"Talk? Alexi, that was impossible! You were a HUGE asshole! You were always so negativel" 
"Because you were always so negative towards mel" 


"There was nothing... civilized, | could do, to help you. Not one of us could reach you. You derailed! This is the 
only way | can take it to the end and bear some results. Uproot you from the shit that nourishes you!" 


"Because you are a coward, after all, right? A selfish coward! It still bothers you that if | refused, you'd back 
down. So, either my way, or the highway, huh?" 


"STOP IT!" | barked and shot off the bed. | resorted to the safety of my cigarettes and lit one nervously, 
collapsing onto the chair by the window. Alexi was observing my reactions, intrigued, and all | wanted to do was 
to scream and cry and pound my fist into the wall. ! was a loser and he didn't trust me. | had scared him 
away, couldn't win him back and was hell-bent on destroying everything, even my own life. Such a 
disappointment for people. Suddenly, | felt weak and alone. Powerless. A selfish coward, like he said, who would 
be unable to go after their desires, unless they would do something otherworldly extreme and fuck up 
everything. May as well release Alexi and hand him the keys of my car so that he could drive to the nearest 
police station and ask for help. Pretend that it was a joke, yeah, and retreat to my sweet home, to my loving 
wife and kid. Give an end to all that fuckery. | wasn't worth anything and felt completely ashamed about it. 


"Stop it, please.." | whispered and he softened his stance. 

"What's tormenting you, Janne?" he asked me in a more compassionate - even tender - tone. 

His question caught me off-guard. | expected him to rant at me, scold me and call me all manner belittling 
names now that | had shown vulnerability. | was wrong; he stunned me with his.. maturity, showing almost 


concern. OK, Janne, time to open up and strip off. 


"Everything! Myself. Time. My guilt. Guilt and remorse. | wanna go back in time and live there, correct things. 
Stay there. With you," | sniffled and felt instant relief - and profound sorrow - to put it into words. 


He stared at me, trying to assess me while | was struggling to handle my feelings by evoking a picture of the 
past, a younger version of ourselves making love, hidden in the dark, burdened with shame and angst. It had 
felt so right and so wrong at the same time; it was baffling. | wish | could go back there and relieve those kids 
of their guilt, slap my younger self admonishingly and bang our heads together. 


Finally, Alexi asked, "Are we in danger?" choosing his words carefully and | chortled. His tone was conspiring - 


my own Alexi, plotting with me to do something naughty and potentially dangerous. 

"No more than what your health condition is putting you in already. But we'll fix this. | promise," | stated and 
stood up. My agitation was so tremendous that | couldn't stay still. | glanced at the clock - it was already eight 
in the morning; we were two hours late - but these were the most crucial two hours of the last five years. 
"It will take some time to reach Romania. How about eating something healthy before you take the sedative?” | 
proposed. 

"Nah... | think | wanna stay up this time. | hate diapers. Seriously, where did you get such a nasty idea?" 

"But we managed to reach Kiev without any fuss - or.. accidents, huh?" 

"Fuck you!" 

"Anytime! Just say so." 

"You're unbearable.. Put on some music, | hate silence." 

"| could sing..." 

"Dude?!" 

"Is Motörhead good enough for you?" 

"Hell, yeah!" and he threw the horns. "Can | shave that itchy beard?" 

"Once we're in Greece and only if the doctor and his team aren't CoB fans." 


"Janne, you're delusional!" 


"Yesssh," | stretched out the 's' just like we used to joke, "but my ideas are correct - and | always do it 
better! Your words." 


He flipped me off but in a friendly way, and it made me happy. 
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The trip through Romania was easier - even though | had listened to enough Motorhead to last until | was... 
killed by death*! | didn't even have to keep Alexi bound. He was cooperative and tried to play the DJ, picking out 
songs for the tour, which was both relieving and encouraging. His dark, acidic humor gradually came back, 
attributing a sense of normalcy to the fucked-up situation we were in. It was kind of relaxing. However, in the 
back of my mind, | kept my reservations as to whether he was complying because he trusted me, or simply to 
gain more freedom and eventually escape. There were moments that | indulged in doubt, simmering in my self- 
inflicted agony, glancing sideways at his aquiline profile, his tranquil demeanor. | wondered what evil, obscure 
thoughts lurked in his head, behind those pretty eyes. But | didn't allow myself to linger longer, didn't want to 
spoil my mood with Toxic thoughts. 


We had to stop more often to take care of Alexi's needs, which he didn't try to hide, and at one point, | had to 
give him some tranquilizers - and a few cigarettes before that, too - to manage the irritability caused by his 
damn alcohol addiction. He had been pestering me for a fucking beer for way too long to endure. With the pills, 


he slept for a few hours in the rear seat, and we made it, pretty much unscathed. 


Thus, it took us a bit longer to reach Bucharest, where we stayed for the night. We lay in bed together 
innocently, reacquainting ourselves with each other's bodies. It was a hard task to resist my desire and 
restrain myself, but | guess this "exercise" was necessary for me as well, and | hadn't even had the balls to 


contemplate it. 


Blindly following my drive and fighting hard in order to achieve my goal had estranged me from my inner self 
and my emotional status. | was running on autopilot, programmed to a certain destination, managing life through 
a distorted prism that would allow me to view my scope as a stand-alone project, cut off from anything else, 
ignoring every consequence, be it on the others who were affected or myself. My body was exhausted and | 
didn't even give a damn! Alexi was right to tell me that he didn't recognize me. This whole month was a blow 
to my old, logical self, a full-haul renovation! But it was still me, after all, somewhere in the emotional debris. 
Lying close to Alexi, breathing in his familiar scent, retracing his feeble physique soothed my soul, sucked away 
the anxiety and gave me a sense of belonging. | had done farfetched things to get there; wasn't sure if | 
deserved it. There were more insidious ramifications | didn't dare to consider at that moment; scary, lurking, 


ready to surface, and | knew that eventually, | would have to deal with them. 


"Do you want me to drive through Bulgaria, so that you can relax a bit?" Alexi suggested, seeing me yawning, 
trying to focus on the narrow Romanian highway that headed towards the southern border of the country. 
"Your GPS says it will take us six hours of your driving. | could make it in four, you know.." he said 


humorously, and honestly, | was tempted to pass him the keys and offer him my seat behind the wheel. 


It would be a test, right? However, | held back | didn't want to further tire him at that phase, yet 
subconsciously, | was skeptical about trusting him. You know, that litte demon planting sly, negative thoughts in 


my head regarding his motives. 


"No. Actually, you're taking the drug and wearing the nappies again after the security checks because | want 
you... fresh when we reach Greece tonight! OK?" 


He grunted but had the nerve to bargain. "If you give me that last cigarette of your pack and buy me a cool 
beer at a Greek bar, I'll even do a striptease for youl" Naughty Alllu... 


"A light beer it shall be, then," | snickered and tossed him the pack of cigarettes. Hopefully, | wouldn't need it 


anymore. 
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And thus, we crossed the final border, after a short stop for food in Sofia, Bulgaria "Welcome to Hellas" the 
big sign read. A beautiful sunset was painting the sky bloody red. We gazed at it, hypnotized while waiting in 
the line for the authorities to check our passports. 


"Do you think this is a good omen?" | asked Alexi spontaneously, not taking my eyes away from the sunset 


colors. 
"Looks like blood to me." 
| cringed at his macabre sense of cynicism. 


The first major city where we resumed our trip for the day was Thessalonica. | couldn't cope with driving the 
rest of the six hours - my driving - to Athens in the middle of the night. Better leave it for the following day. 
We had plenty of time ahead of us, anyway, and | desperately needed a bed. And a body to hump, but, ah.. Shut 


up Janne. 


The difficult part of our trip was over; we had reached the country of our destination, no more borders to 


cross - and cross our hearts! No more thorough checks. | was already feeling safe and accomplished. 


The evening was pretty warm, resembling late spring in Finland. It made me happy for no reason, just with a 
positive feeling of anticipation "Do you want to walk along the seafront?" | proposed to Alexi on the spur of the 
moment and he looked at me, surprised. 


"Dude? You know | might run away.. We do have some fans here in Greece who could help me uncover your 
little fraud. | remember this city, the last time we played here.." He was in a teasing mood. 


"Well, you sound as if you're begging to be restrained and gagged." | teased him back and he cocked an eyebrow 
naughtily. "Just. Let's pretend that we're on holiday, alright?" 


‘If you say so. Lemme shave and take a shower first. | bet the doctor will have no idea who Children of Bodom 
are," he said and | gave him a gleeful head-to-toe look, nodding at him with a faint smile that reflected my 


mood. "Oh, and you owe me a beer! Lets not forget!" 


"Yeah, a light one," | confirmed and Alexi grumbled, displeased. Didn't dare to mention anything about the 
striptease... 


We had something to eat and enjoyed that beer before we returned to the hotel. All the exhaustion and the 
emotional avalanche of the last month manifested in me during that single hour we were out relaxing. | barely 
managed to reach the room and take a shower before collapsing on my bed and submerging myself in 


unconsciousness. 


| was awakened by someone's agonized calls, occasionally being pulled by my shoulders and patted on my 
cheeks, as though | had fainted. | gasped, disoriented, unable to decipher my surroundings. Above me, Alexi was 
hovering like a scary harpy, calling out to me. That was flustering. 


"Godammit, Janne! Finally!" he hissed and backed off. "I thought you were dead - so that would make two of 


us." he went on more leisurely and sat down on the other bed, his eyes boring into me. 


Around us, the bland decoration of an anonymous hotel room bathed in dim, warm light was gradually revealed, 
The balcony door was open, letting a chill breeze in, strong enough to make the curtain undulate sensually and 
my skin to prickle. It allowed me a glimpse of the black sky outside. Night. Again. That didn't make sense. | looked 


back at Alexi, confused. 


"You've been lying there like you were dead since last night after we came back. Dude, you freaked the shit 


out of mel | had to go to the reception desk and prolong our stay for one more night," he explained, frustrated. 
"Where are we?" 
"Fucking shit! You don't know? Holiday in Greece - does that ring a bell?" 


It seemed that | had blacked out for a whole day, all the accumulated tension, concern and fatigue having 
depleted my energy to a critical point. | was feeling nauseous and shivering with cold. "You have a 
temperature," Alexi touched my forehead. "It's you who needs a fucking doctor after all," he scolded me, yet 
brought me a bottle of water, which | accepted eagerly. "I've bought you something to eat" 


"You went out?" Chills ran down my spine at the thought of the wretched Alexi walking the streets of this city 


on his own, doing god knows what. 


"Relax. | didn't go far and covered my tattoos with makeup - satisfied? No one identified me. OK, | might have 
grabbed a beer.. or two. Sorry! Now eat," he stated and shoved a ‘pita-gyros' in my face. It smelled.. garlicky.. 


greasy.. in another instance, it would seem delicious - but not now. | lurched and threw up on my belly. 


"Holy fuck!" Alexi shouted, appalled, and jumped up like a scared cat. "You seriously need a doctor, manl!" he 


spat, yet ran to my aid, bringing some toilet paper. 


| gazed at him, mesmerized; he hadn't escaped when he had the opportunity. He had remained there with me in 
the room where | had dragged him without his consent, playing his imposed role - and he had even bought me 


food. | guess he had just earned himself a "brownie point". 


Chapter 9: Like good, old times - Too far gone 


Author's Notes: 

At last, the moment the heroes have been waiting for has arrived. I've been listening to Giuffria (this old, glam 
rock band from the 80s) a lot, so inevitably, it infiltrated into the story. Given the fact that Alexi was an 80s 

ardent fan, | think their music suits the particular chapter. Therefore, part of the chapter title and the notes 

(#1) and (*2) refer to/are taken from the song "Out of the Blue" by Giuffria, which | highly recommend. | hope 
you enjoy ;-) 


Chapter 9: Like good, old times - Too far gone. 


The rented apartment was pretty cozy. It lay on the second floor of an older, multi-story residential building, 
in a decent, southern suburb of the wider Metropolis, close to the sea. Recently renovated to look modern and 
fresh, it was spacious enough to host two clashing adults who hated each other's guts but loved each other 
profoundly. There was a double bed in the only bedroom and a convertible couch in the living room, which was 
arranged in an open-concept configuration with the kitchen and the dining area. The bathroom had an old- 
fashioned bathtub, which gave me naughty ideas for further use - but | kept them to myself. Not so many 
rooms in which to isolate oneself, but the apartment wasn't meant for investment, and the monthly rent was 


fairly low. For the purpose of our journey, it was more than adequate as it was located close to the hospital. 


Alexi cautiously explored the rooms and the cabinets, so different from the Finnish urban architecture, until 
he settled down on a chair on the balcony that overlooked the sea. He withdrew into his thoughts, while | was 
fretting around to clean and tidy our few things in the wardrobes and make the place more hospitable. The 
intense sunlight made him put on his sunglasses, further isolating him from "our" world, and rendering his 
countenance impervious. | couldn't understand him; he had been quite interactive the last two days, and | 
honestly believed we had managed to upgrade our communication to more civilized levels. Now, he had 


regressed to apathy, becoming introverted again after that unexpected spree. 


"You're getting the bed, and I'm getting the couch, OK?" | felt compelled to say, mostly to interrupt the 


darkness consuming him and make my presence heard. 


My voice startled him out of his bubble, and he even gasped. It took him a few moments to grasp what I'd 
just suggested, and then he nodded, disinterested. Didn't refute me, as | wished - No, Janne, we can share the 
double bed, like we did on the road Yeah, regression to previous stages of wariness. | made the bed and the 
couch, dispirited, and then decided to explore the neighborhood, go out for supplies to the nearest LIDL 
supermarket, a German chain-market that existed in Finland as well, that | had noticed on our way to the 


apartment, to make us feel at home. 


"Come on, Allu-" 


"Mikko. That's my name now," he corrected me with an emotionless voice and | snorted, not knowing whether 
to laugh or take him seriously. 


"OK, Mikko. There's a LIDL nearby. Let's go buy some groceries." 

He obeyed quietly, carefully applying the makeup on the tattoos on his hands that were left exposed from his 
baggy clothes. He combed his hair and stared disapprovingly at his reflection, perhaps annoyed by the new look 
or the prominent hollowness of his cheeks. 

"You know.. We don't have to use the fake.. thing, when it's between us.. You're still my Allu." 


"Yeah, right. Let's get going now," he tried to end the conversation the fastest he could. 


"Hey, no | mean it! You'll always be my Allu!" | pulled him by the shoulders, giving him a friendly pat on the 
chest and he smirked. "Say it" 


"Fuck off, Janne. Are you wired up or what? | don't care who | am. Let's go to fucking LIDL, I'm fucking tired.” 


The drive to the supermarket and back home, then storing the stuff in the fridge and the cabinets and heating 
the pans to prepare dinner, was wrapped in unnerving silence and minimal dialogue. He was playing with his food, 
really perturbed. 


Seriously, you must eat. It's healthy, full of nutrients and iron and no carbs, for you.." | attempted to 
advertise my beef steak with the avocado-tomato salad on the side, which | knew he liked. 


A cartoonish frown was all | got in response. Something had possessed his mind, a demon, torturing him with 
negative thoughts and | just didn't know how to approach him, how to deal with his volatile moods. It used to 
be an easier task for me - now, | had almost lost my ability to cheer him up. Veering towards depression, 
Alexi had always been a ticking time bomb, and this was no exception Had he relapsed into a state of grief? 
Was he scared of the upcoming appointment with the doctors? Was he infuriated for some other reason? Had 
he reverted to hating me? 


Later in the evening, | spotted him on the balcony, biting his cuticles restlessly while staring at the sea 
persistently. 


"What now?!" | walked in his direction and stopped him. 
Its the air, you know..." he motioned pompously, agitated. 


"The air?" 


"Yeah - it's different.. Fuck, Janne! | need a smoke! No, a whole pack of smokes!" 


"Dude, that's not a good idea." But he gripped my T-shirt and shoved his face into mine, to intimidate me; put 


some gravity in his words. 
| don't fucking care whether it's a good idea or not! Please, | think I'm gonna die!" 
"ll have to call the doctor-" 


"What doctor, you fucktard? For fuck's sake! We've been smoking like chimneys all the way down here! Just 
fucking gimme a smoke... Please..? That's all | ask of you.." he retreated and pressed his fingers on his temples, 


rubbing small, soothing circles, indicative of his peevishness. 


Withdrawal symptoms. It was too disappointing to drag Alexi with me to the nearest store to buy a pack of 
Marlboros; like a snapshot from the future, dragging my petulant toddler to the kiosk, to finally bribe him with 


an ice cream in order to shut him up. It was defeat. 

"You're scared, admit it!" | demanded after we sat at a public bench, watching him make love to that stupid 
cigarette, so ecstatic. | was ashamed to admit that it made me jealous of the fucking thing. "You're afraid to 
go to the doctor and you're edgy. Admit it" 


"| just need to smoke, dude..." 


"You've reduced your smoking and drinking to astounding levels. You can't be reacting like an addict! You're just 


being nervous." 


"Like you're not? And don't forget that you've been sedating me all along... l'm almost clean now and fucking 


sober, you know... It fucking hurts,” he spat. 


"The only thing that keeps my faith is that all this shit is ending after the appointment in the hospital. That's 
why l'm allowing this.. debauchery." 


"Wow, Mr. Magnanimous! Perhaps you might want one for yourself, too? You know the drill now, as I've seen 
you've been practicing as well for the last week! [tll calm you down, you know.. Make you less of a fucking 


BITCH," he bombarded me and | snatched a cigarette for myself. It seemed the logical thing to do! 


My cell phone rang - and this time it was Henkka. Alexi's eyes instantly gleamed with anticipation, and he 


grimaced with amusement. | took a long drag of the smoke before answering. 
"Hey, Henkka." 


"Oh, so youre alive." 


"Uh... What does that even mean?" 
"You tell me. Where are you? 

"Away... You know.. l'm.. im not OK and lve taken this.. some time on my own On a road trip. 

"A road trp? Where? 

"Huh, it doesn't matter," | added and bored into Alexi's eyes that were stabbing me shamelessly. 
"Oh, so youre on holiday? That's what youre telling me?” 

"Are you accusing me of something? Look, | need - | need to be alone! What's the problem, man?" 


"The problem is that.. Alexi has died and you've just disappeared! And your wife has been asking and looking for 


you, really worried Not to mention your son. So, you fell me, what's wrong, huh? 

"Oh, for Christ's sake - | told her | needed time on my own!" 

"Janne, tell me youre not seeking Alexis fate! 

"What? Dude!" 

"Say it! That youre not suicidal 

"Jesus... I'm not.. suicidal!" | mumbled the last word, trying to make it less audible. "Satisfied now?" and | 
exchanged looks with Alexi, who was convulsing, soundlessly amused, blowing rings of smoke from his mouth. 
"But this doesn't mean that l'm OK, so please..." 

"Enjoy your.. holiday, then Maybe youre right. He was.. extra special to you, after all. Im sorry that | shouted at 
you. Just keep in mind this new COVID-I9 thing.. Looks serious. And talk fo your wife, please. Don’t clam up! You 


dont have to go through this all alone. We care about you, we really do! he said and we hung up. 


| couldn't just call my wife. Hell, what could | say to her? There were no rational explanations left for me to 


justify my actions and right at that moment, | wasn't prepared to face my guilt. Maybe someday. 


Alexis voice brought me back. "So.. They think you're suicidal, dude?" he asked me, still giggling like a fool, and | 
glared at him. 


"You know - did you just revive, or is it only my impression? Silly bitch! How about starting to get some of 
your stupid tattoos removed first thing in the morning, huh? Oh, | think we ought to, ‘cause it might take a 


few sessions!" 


"What the fuck now? Isn't makeup enough for you?" 


"No, Alexi! We need to be carefull | don't want you to be identified Some very distinctive shit must be 
removed permanently! Not everything, just a few crucial alterations. | think you're feeling well enough now to 


endure a long session," | stated and he scoffed. 


"Why the fuck do you think that everybody in the world is so obsessed with Children of Bodom to even have 
registered every single piece of ink on my body? Dude, its not like I'm Axl Rose!" 


Well.. What did he mean, exactly? | knew all of his tattoos, every single detail. Imagine those who worshiped him. 
| guess they would even have information about his dick size (like | didn't! Hal) 
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If Alexi was antsy the previous days, then the night before the medical appointment, he was literally panic- 
stricken and trying to control it by chain-smoking. He even scratched a few chords on the acoustic guitar | 
had brought with us for such cases of emergency, annoyed by the pain caused by the laser tattoo removal 
he had undergone, only to discard the instrument with a scrunched expression of distaste on his face. We had 
exhausted listening to our death and black metal resources, so it was time for some hair metal that we both 
liked. Alexi was particularly keen on the genre, unlucky to be born in 1979 and not 1962 like most of his idols. He 


would have shined as a poser shredder, no shit. 
He still shone in the Finnish death metal scene. And he would forever shine in my eyes, no matter what. 


Giuffria - an 80s band he had picked for the night - was playing on the laptop; their first, self-titled album: 
music so cliché, yet sensual and catchy, to hum and sway to. Just perfect for my ears. | was watching Alexi 
lean on the balcony rail, his eyes transfixed on the horizon. He was holding a cigarette between his wiry 
fingers, shaking it nervously like a drumstick, beating a modern, black metal thrum on the hollow aluminum 
banister. He was agitated and all | could do was feel sorry for him. The setting sun had painted the sky with 
deep shades of pink, now purple and blue. Together with the music, it created quite a sensational atmosphere, 
which was cacophonously disrupted by Alexi's erratic movements and the tension emanating from his every 
pore. Even so, though, nothing could outshine the seductive picture of his delicate silhouette against the 
twilight, engulfed in cigarette smoke while the eerie melody of "Out of the Blue"*! was playing. The scene gave 
off an out-dated vibe, so cherished that it was soothing in a nostalgic way. | wanted to indulge in the mood 
evoked, feel like a hero in an 80s movie, and resort to the naivety of that past decade when the world was 


supposedly a better place to be. 


With light steps, | approached him and put my arms around him, embracing his body from behind, to soften 
said cacophony. That night, | was feeling bold. His small figure was totally swallowed by my larger frame, not 
allowing him room to slip away. | rested my head on his shoulder, burying my face in his unruly hair, 


affectionately pecking and nuzzling his neck Momentarily, he relented, yielding to my loving touch. 


"Please, relax. There's nothing to be afraid of." | whispered in his ear, taking away his cigarette and stubbing it 


out on the rail. 


He scoffed. "I'm sick, Janne, as in fucking dying! So, if you mean Death by nothing, sure.. There's nothing to be 
afraid of. I've been calling out to Him for the last twenty years. What the fuck, He should answer my call, 
eventually! Better late than never, they say." 


"| agree. Better late than never. This applies to you. Its no news that you're sick. We both know it - everybody 
knows it. But we also know where your problems are located," and | gently rubbed his torso. "That's why we're 


here. We'll fight it. It's a matter of discipline and treatment. You'll see." 


"You always find the cheesiest way to amaze me, Janne... | don't know if you annoy or entertain me! Your 


optimism is killing me, for sure!" 
"Why don't you just.. trust me?" 


We paused for a while to listen to the melancholic harmonies of the song. "Out of the blue, deep in the night, 
somebody calls to me - go fo the light” he murmured along with David Glen Eisley with a sensual voice I'd 


never heard from him before. "I love this song... Tell me why we never covered that band..." he mused. 
"Because it's too cheesy for our extreme, brutal.. satanic death metal standards." 


‘Oh, | sssee.." he stretched the 's' the way we always made fun of each other and | smiled. "Still, | love it. Its 
dark and mysterious," he added and we focused on those haunting keyboards, slightly swinging to the rhythm in 
sync. When he finally turned around to face me, he had an enigmatic expression, his eyes glinting abysmally 
dark. "You know, | still might not make it," he said. His words matched the lyrics of the song - /m too far gone.. 
What a creepy coincidence. | didn't want to ponder Death at the moment. So much more preferable to sway 


and slobber over him with sleazy, glam rock ballads. 


"OK, let's make the most out of it, shall we? And, no, | won't let you diel" | said naively, which put a genuine 
smile on his face. "I've already made you die once." Our eyes locked in an intense stare, a mixture of shame, 


guilt, and desire coursing between us. My heart started to pound thunderously in my chest. 


Perhaps the weather in Greece was too damn warm for the season, the beginning of February. Suffocating. Or 
maybe it was the air. Alexi had mentioned something about the air! | was already sweating all over, 
disgustingly. He excited me so much and what a lousy spectacle | was - a forty-year-old man melting and 
throbbing, risking suffering a heart attack in stressful situations meant for people half his age.. How did | end 
up mixing death and loss with sex, in my hungry, perverse mind? Youre dying - let's fuck! Made sense. A 
serious situation turned into fluff, merely by a single, innocent hug - but its never innocent for you to touch 
Alexi! Say it, Janne! And the song kept on spooking me with the ominous message - foo far gone. | didn't want 
him to be... gone. No! 


Alexis hand trailed off its fixed place, distracting me from my pestering thoughts. He let it roam over my 
pulsating chest, my flabby jelly-belly and eventually crawl lower, against my groin. He lingered there, pressing 
me with his knuckles. | gasped and closed my eyes to the overwhelming sensation It would be just as easy to 


finish right there and then, with no further stimulation. 

"Janne... You know this might be my last time..” 

"Shut up! Bullshit!" | gasped. Was he stupid? Completely blind? 

"Do you.. Remember what you started in that Russian city..." 

| was trying to put you in a diaper...” 

"No... You were not. It was." He kneaded harder against my bulging manhood, visibly outlined under the thick 
fabric of my sweatpants. | had to grab that mischievous hand to stop him from making me spurt in my pants 


like an inexperienced teenager. 


Alexi stood on his tiptoes and kissed me lightly on the lips. Of course, | responded, eagerly. No, not just eagerly, 


fervently, one step away from devouring himl 

"I think | owe you.." he whispered in my ear. 

"No, you don't owe me anything. Only if you want-" 

"Want what?" 

"This." 

"I do. Do you - or will you die here, on the spot?" he joked about my skittish behavior. 

"| can die right afterwards." 

| pulled him by the arm, tentatively, so as not to hurt the parts that were still sore from the laser 
treatment and led him into the bedroom. We were kissing passionately now with mutual ardor, touching, 
fondling, palpating each other as if there was no tomorrow. In a way, it was true - he had just said so! He said 
that it might be his last time - and it might be, indeed, if things went to Hell. | didn't want to never feel him 
again. | didn't want to never taste him again. 

Clothes and underwear were quickly removed and kicked off, out of the way, revealing flaccid bellies with 
irregular hairy patches and haggard torsos with frail, famished limbs. But these were trivial details, beauty 


didn't matter at all - if it ever had Our bodies were forcefully pressed together, melded in one, malleable 


human dough in the sexual frenzy. He wound his legs around my waist on instinct, clinging to my body as | lay 


him on the bed on his back, an automated positioning, after years of fucking that way. With one of his hands, 


he grabbed my junk and | groaned. "Fucking hell, Allu-" His touch could disarm me in seconds! 


‘Mmmhmmm... Always so hard." he murmured, satisfied with the result he bore on me: Hard. Horny. Berserk 


It gave him the motivation to stroke me more intently. 
"Please, stop it.. Stop it! I'll - | can't just cum like... 
He teased me. "Like what, Janne?" 


"Fuck-" Like a dork, | added mentally and tried to stop this insane inner dialogue, to distract my fucked-up mind 
a bit without losing my focus. | placed my hand on his dick and fondled him. He let out a distressed huff as his 
hot and humid flesh twitched in my grip. 


He indulged in lust instantly. Eyes half-closed, nostrils flaring and mouth open lasciviously in an expression of 
pure fuck, he was endowed by nature to charm and tempt people, even on his deathbed, and make a poor soul 
leak and cum in their pants with barely a sigh! He glowed with sex haze, and that inner light forgave all the 
flaws of his current condition, made him appear attractive, younger, even beautiful. | couldn't resist dipping a 
finger into that inviting mouth, pressing his tongue and tracing the engulfing wetness, vindictively, for all the 
years he had deprived me of his exquisite presence. He sucked my finger naughtily, giving me a sample of his 
talents. He was always so good at giving head, an innate propensity, which he seemed to enjoy, and need.. That 


would be the point he would reverse our positions and go down on me - and | wouldn't normally resist, no! 


Well, | had another idea this time, an insatiable urge; | yanked my finger from his mouth and slid my body 
lower, between his slack legs. Before he could react, | was kissing my way down to his nether regions, to put 


his hint into practice. 


| took him in my mouth. He didn't expect that, so he tried to squirm out of my grip and change our positions. 
It came out naturally for him to take on the submissive role. Perhaps he was ashamed of his infirm erection, 
worried about disappointing me, or thought that things would be easier the "safe way", if | just shoved my dick 
in his ass and took him from behind - because that would be our preferable routine in the past. Fuck him hard 


and make him moan. 


Not this time. | wanted to take care of him, watch the ecstasy morph his gaunt face and imbue life back into 
the husk he had become. Therefore, | fought his resistance. 


"No. You stay there. Please," | grunted, pressing him down on the mattress with my hands on his thighs. 
"l. Janne... This is... difficult.. lim not like what you remember-" He blushed. 


"You are exactly like what | want you to bel It's youl | don't care if you struggle to stay hard, or if it takes 


you aeons to cum. Relax. | just want you and | want to give this to you," | declared decisively and lowered my 


head again between his thighs, to lick and suck him deeper. He gasped and sighed, eventually surrendering his 
body. 


OK, his stamina and physique were compromised, nothing new, in fact, | had already assumed that, given his 
health issues. The nervousness and pain made things more difficult for him, but | persisted, with reassuring 
strokes. | didn't mind taking longer down there on him. He needed some boost, so | stuck a finger deep into his 
body, the way /only knew best how to do.. The result was immediate; his dick throbbed and stiffened in my 
mouth instantly. He moaned in response to the targeted stimulation and, yes, he rewarded both of us with his 
orgasm. He came into my mouth with an unprovoked cry, straight out of the depths of his soul. All for me, as 
if it had been ages since he had last experienced sexual release. The overload expelled nearly choked me, but | 
didn't let go of him. He came undone, grasping at loose ends, pulling at my hair, my arms, my shoulders - 
anything that could support him. Finally, he snatched my hand and forced another finger inside to prolong the 


sensation - apparently awaiting something bigger and harder to follow it in 


"Perhaps... it wouldn't be advisable, considering tomorrow's medical examinat-" | started expressing my 
hesitation; | mean, it made sense not to have questionable residue leaking out of a loosened, possibly injured 
orifice, when the doctor would be running the tests. A finger didn't compare with an erect dick! | would be 


equally satisfied with a blowjob, even a handjob! 
"No-" he cut me off, panting. "| want you to fuck me. Please." 


| looked around me, anxious for a moment, but he was more prepared than | even thought. "Use this," he said 
and tossed me a soothing, aloe vera cream that was strategically lying under his pillow. | was surprised. "What? 


Don't be stupid! | knew that you wouldn't even think of it!" 


There was no point in debating shit at that critical moment. Like | didn't want to fuck him! Jesus! | grabbed the 
tube and squeezed an adequate quantity out. 


| scissored my fingers and massaged his muscles in preparation, adding one more digit, for a sleeker insertion 
Gosh, he had grown so tight and unaccustomed that | strived hard not to injure him. Not to mention those 
protruding bones, looking so scary, yet fragile, susceptible to fracture.. Pulling his body closer to mine by the 
knees, | penetrated him gently, minimizing our distance and bringing our bodies into comfortable unison. He 


grunted and grimaced with pain. 

"Does it hurt?" | asked him, worried. 

"Just keep going," he replied 

We writhed in sync, pushing carefully in the beginning, only to accelerate and go deeper. My eyes were locked 
on his expressions, watchful for any signs of discomfort. We always found our pace, eventually, and that was 


the magic between us. Just like composing music, one completing the other, cut out for each other. How 


criminally stupid | had been! | had forgotten how perfect it felt to fit in there. 


It took me less than a minute to cum, after a few heartfelt thrusts - ridiculing myself again before him - 
groaning like a barbarian, overly elated with something so basic. A multitude of palpable colors exploded in my 


brain at the moment of culmination, as | filled his body with my load -and then went brain-dead. 


| held him latched on me, legs entwined together, not daring to release him - not even for simple, hygiene 
reasons, so mandatory for him. 


“Janne... | think that now | can die without any regrets." he murmured and submerged himself in sleep.. 


Chapter 10: Diagnosis/ Black metal in my heart 


Author's Notes: 
l'm not a doctor and | have no knowledge about the real facts regarding Alexi's health problems. Any similarity 


with real facts/events is coincidental, based on common logic, observations, and Google searching. 


Notes: (#1) refers to Savatage's song "Believe" and 


(*2) translation from Greek: "Sir, it's not allowed!" 


| hope you enjoy! 
Chapter 10: Diagnosis/Black metal in my heart. 


ks this supposed to be normal? 


The clock in the living room was ticking rhythmically, a dry sound resembling Jaska's count-off during 
rehearsals, a precious memory, now synonymous with depression. Tick-tock, tick-tock, the metronome set at 
60 bpm, practice mode. Another life - and what had become of all of that? Our CoB life was just another 
firecracker in the vastness of time - and it was already out.. We were - now we're not. The ticking of the 
clock was the only sound disrupting the deathly silence that prevailed in the apartment. Occasionally, the shrill 
groan of a motorcycle or a speeding car would startle me out of my devotion to obsessing with darkness, but 


that didn't happen so often. 
Stupid Youre acting like an addict 


| was sitting alone at the kitchen table, holding a mug of tea in my hands that had already gone cold, watching 
the restless rotation of the clock signaling the passing hours. Four o'clock, a beautiful afternoon sun was 
flooding the living room in warm, golden hues; five o'clock, still light enough to avoid the use of electricity, six 
o'clock, eerie evening creeping in - and a growl from my stomach; seven o'clock, it was already dark - and 
quiet - like midnight. And fucking cold, as if this was the Sahara desert, or planet Mercury. Winter was raging 
even at this latitude, despite the deceitful sun. Another reminder to wrap myself in a blanket and waste my 


time (till time wasted me*!, right?) 


| was in no mood for anything. No appetite for real food, nor alcohol. | was nibbling on a piece of chocolate with 
peanuts to quench my hunger; the big package - Alexi's choice from LIDL - was lying open before me, yet only 
two squares were missing. Every now and again, | sighed at a maudlin thought. All | could do was observe the 
unfamiliar items surrounding me in this new habitat. The house was devoid of any life apart from my pathetic 
existence; it felt abandoned, forlorn. | was self-ostracized, like those ancient Greek philosophers and politicians 


we were taught about at school, when they had failed at their duties to society. Well.. Kinda sounded familiar. 


Well, no - you are no philosopher, Janne. Far from that. They had dignity - what do you have? Youre just a 


delusional weakling 


Even my cell phone had respected this isolation and gone dead. Funny how everybody decides to forget all about 
you at the same time! They used to call me regularly - and call me names - for disappearing like that. Henkka, 
Jaska, Antti.. My wife. Even my parents - ridiculous at that age, yet indicative of my uningratiating behavior. 


My efforts at avoiding them seemed to have become fruitful, so no one looked for me that evening. 
Satisfied? 


Perhaps that was the only time | desperately yearned for human contact, a familiar voice on the other end of 


the line. 


You can still call them - but no.. You're above such things, you arrogant twat! - And tell them what? How scared, 
how lonely and fucked up you are? 


| didn't know how long it had been since Alexi hadn't been there with me, grumbling about a beer, begging for a 
cigarette, playing the guitar, whining about being obliged to remove his most distinctive tattoos. The aloe vera 
cream for his sore skin was on the nightstand, where | had left it, somehow unnecessary any more. | had 
started getting used to our new, manufactured and loud reality. And now he was gone. It was me who had 
orchestrated this.. act, yet his programmed absence frustrated me. Our reconnection was short-lived before 
he had to be taken away to "heal". How self-centered of me to feel distraught, how immature and self- 
refuting! Yet | couldn't control my feelings. 


Focus! Youre here, in this fucking exile for a reason - and that's not sex! 


The precious night together was permanently imprinted in my brain, my lifeline, to give me hope. | was 
constantly replaying it in my mind, even recreating it with an unabashed hand between my legs. The sensation 
sent guilty shivers down my spine. | was indulging in solitary orgasms, only to regret it afterwards. It was 
profane - Alexi was struggling alone at the hospital while | was pleasuring myself! But it had been the most 
intense orgasm I'd had in the last five years. His presence gave meaning to my project. Without him, | had no 


scope. 


Jame, youre so disgustingly cliché - just a fucking drama queen.. 


| loathed the thoughts that infested my mind during those lonely moments. They were scary, bent on driving 
me over the edge of sanity. 
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Things had taken the anticipated course: medical evaluation of Alexi's conditions and detoxification from all the 


addictions he dragged along like overweight luggage, before settling on the therapy treatment plan 


The diagnosis was vile, of course. We were informed of the same thing we already knew, but now in Greek and 
English as welll Quite educational, but still devastating. his pancreas and liver were fucked up with a foreboding 
prognosis courtesy of his neglect of his diabetes. What did | expect? That the doctors here knew better? That 


by some miracle, Alexi had healed, simply because we had managed to cross those borders undetected? LMAO! 


That first appointment with Dr. George Papadopoulos and his team had been the threshold to a downward 
spiral. My heart was about to explode from agony as | walked by Alexi's side, trying to navigate through the 
vast complex's corridors, all marked in illegible Greek signs. Only the lingering euphoria could balance the tension 
Although | needed some emotional support, | didn't dare to put an affirmative hand on his back, in 
acknowledgement of our status.. Was it considered to be "our status" in the first place - or was it just a one- 
time thing, a swansong spark out of fear at the prospect of death? | didn't have the time to ask, to question, 
to beseech.. The friendly yet stern face of Dr. Papadopoulos was already welcoming us into his office before 


we could even discuss things, set our boundaries, or agree on a mutual story, a plan 


All you've been thinking about is your dick, and not HS welfare. Shame on youl He is yours, anyway. He has 
nowhere to go. He is your toy, so stop whining, and put him first for once! 


We were seated in two designer armchairs opposite the doctor, while he was going through the physical copies 
of Alexi's tests and scans, a selection of which | had already sent via email during our stay at the cabin, for a 
rough appreciation The fact that they were all in Finnish didn't seem to faze him - the results were telltale in 


every language. 
What if he dies? 


"Take off your shirt and lie down on your back, on the examination table, Mr. Kontio," Papadopoulos had 
requested and Alexi obeyed without flinching, but | could see the fear flaring on his features. 


The doctor spread some gel on the ultrasound scanner and over Alexi's abdomen and an exploration inside the 
latter's most obscure body corners commenced. | watched the undecipherable patterns on the monitor like a 
father-to-be at the obstetrician's, dumbfounded and awed. Studying the findings on the screen and comparing 
them to the older material provided Dr. Papadopoulos a spherical view of his patient's condition. He took notes, 
sometimes scowling, perturbed at a white, opaque region, never directly expressing disappointment, puzzlement, 
or critique. However, | sensed that he was just being reserved and meticulous. Then he made a phone call in 
that twisted language and not so long afterwards, another doctor from his team, introducing himself as an 


endocrinologist, appeared in the examination room. Together, they indulged themselves in a fervent discussion 


over Alexi's abdominal scan that either fascinated - or abhorred - them. Tough to be kept in the dark, but, 
well, that's what happens when one decides to seek medical services in a faraway, foreign country. | just smiled 
awkwardly at Alexi, struggling to share with him any crumbs of confidence and reassurance, that things were 


indeed under control, nothing truly worrisome... 
Will he die? 


Papadopoulos had been brief but straightforward, not leaving room for misinterpretation. He found Alexi's 
clinical picture to be - to put it mildly - alarming, so he ordered extra blood and pancreatic fluid tests, all 
conducted by specialized members of his team the following morning. He also added a CT scan to the list 

before Alexi could be eligible for detoxification In a psychiatric hospital. Yeah. Alexis nightmare come true. 


"Mr. Kontio, getting detoxified from any type of substance addiction is mandatory before any form of radical 
treatment is performed. | could suggest some clinics and public hospitals that handle such therapies we are in 


close collaboration with," he suggested - and so we signed up for the program. 


Get Alexi clean and sane. Sounded easy, but knowing Alexi, | would vouch that that would be the greatest 
challenge of alll Alexi loathed psychiatric clinics. He had had his fair share of painful institutionalizations in the 
past that had only left him worse than before, traumatized, even fearful of incarceration in any healthcare 
facility. His obstinate refusal to get any real help over the last years had brought us where we were standing 
at the moment. Now, it was mandatory that he be locked up in one. Perhaps talking to a Greek shrink, in a 
neutral language, might be the appropriate approach for him to open up and work on his issues and mental 
blocks. Just like cursing in any other language that isn't one's native tongue: the words lose their significance, 


and become just sounds, oral food. 


"The policy in our clinic asks for the patient's official consent to the whole procedure, and that they are here 
of their own accord," the psychiatrist, a beautiful woman who introduced herself by her first name, Anna, and 
who would be in charge of his therapy, informed us and turned to look at Alexi; | followed her stare 


tentatively. Fuck. 


Alexi appeared to be weirdly serene and lucid. Was he flirting with her? Trying to seduce her? Or, was it the 


calm before the storm? | waited for a violent eruption that surprisingly never happened. 


"| do consent," Alexi stated decisively and bore into my eyes for a fleeting, joyful instant, before we regained 


our solemnity. "So, how do we continue?" 


"Sign the papers in your medical records, Mr. Kontio, filling in the brand names of the prescribed medications 
you are currently using for your conditions. You are advised to be honest in this testimony, adding details 
regarding your addiction and use of non-prescribed drugs, or alcohol. The information you provide is 
confidential and will never be used against you, before the law. Only the medical team of endocrinologist, 
gastroenterologist, and hepatologist who coordinate your treatment will be updated about your progress and 
response to the suggested medications. The program you're attending consists of a three-week admission to 


the clinic for the physical part of detoxification and three months in total for psychiatric evaluation, initially on 


a daily basis while undergoing the first part and later, on a weekly basis, according to your case. Due to the 
nature of the treatment, you must authorize a person of your choice as your legal representative and main 


contact in case of an emergency," the psychiatrist concluded, indicating me. Alexi smirked. 
"That will be Mr. Janne Wirmon," he nodded in my direction with a faint smile. "So, where do | sign?" 
There was no discernible ‘A’ or ‘L' in the signature he used, to my surprise. Another sign of his altered nature. 


No visitors were allowed during the first week - the rough stage of excruciating pain, when the patient barely 
resembles a sane human being - to prevent stress and acute, conflicting emotions. | felt like protesting - you 
can't take him away from me - and shout like an obsessed bitch, make a scene! However, sensing my distress, 


they granted me daily information about his welfare. 


Sleeping alone in the rented apartment felt weird. A crumpled, used T-shirt still carrying Alexis natural scent 
was my comfort; | was rubbing my face and sniffing it deeply, then getting off and rubbing one out, panting his 
name. | had so much time on my hands, virtually excused from any obligation in life, and all | could do was talk 


back and fight my admonishing thoughts. 

What are you doing in Greece, Janne? 

Shut up. 

What have you done fo so many people? 

Fuck off. 

Your son might be mumbling his first words, but daddy is nowhere around. Daddy muses over Allu's pucker. 
Don't! $-Stop! 


Pancreatitis caused by diabetes, or diabetes caused by alcoholic degeneration of his pancreas and liver because YOU 
couldn't stop him from drinking? Hmmm? Genes versus stupidity? Now this is a valid question 


Fuck-fuck-Nol 


When sleep wouldn't honor me, I'd call - or visit - the psych ward to check on Alexi. Perhaps I'd be allowed to 
glance at him from afar and feel less alienated. The nurse would inform me whether he had been tranquil, 
sleeping in his room, whether he had eaten his provided meal uneventfully, and had been given his insulin. "You 
don't have to worry, everything's going as predicted, | assure you," she'd add tenderly, perceiving my emotional 
buildup. 


Yeah, yet still he might die and Id be left alone! 


One day, Anna, the psychiatrist, summoned me to a meeting. Her tone was stern and imperative, not leaving 


any leeway to eschew it. | showered, shaved and dressed up, to make a good impression, and visited her in her 


office at the hospital. 


Its about your partner, Mikko Kontio, as you can imagine. His case has alerted me. It's not very common to 
interview a patient's relatives, unless there are worrisome indications. His speech is... incoherent, so | thought 


that a talk with you might shed some light on his disquietude and make my help more targeted 
"What did he say?" 


"More or less it's his overall behavior. He is alarmingly obsessed with death, citing a murder - and a rape. | 
am not convinced yet whether these.. refer to imaginary or real events that happened to him and have 


stigmatized his soul," she said and | scowled, lowering my eyes from her scrutinizing stare. 

"He was a.. troubled youth," | replied as vaguely as possible. "I'm not sure what else can | say." 

"Well.. You can start by clarifying a few aspects of your acquaintance. | know you're not relatives by blood.” 
"How is this enlightening?" 


"Let's say that between his incessant crying and his incoherent confessions, your name pops up more often 
than anticipated." 


| could feel the heat of embarrassment crawling up my face. 


"IFs inevitable. We share a long history. We've hurt each other. A lot. But we're here together for this. | 
support him. We're.. We've always been.. One way or another.. We're.. l.. | care about him. | love him," | 


managed to confess and she pouted her lips in a subtle smirk. 


"I am really happy to hear that. Healing within a loving environment positively affects the patient. | can tell that 
despite the concoction of wrath, regret, shame and sorrow, which he has somehow admitted, he nurtures 


affectionate feelings for you. It's really crucial that you're here, and stay by his side.’ 
Like I'd planned to go anywhere. 
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The night | got the phone call | dreaded, | was relaxing on the couch in front of the TV, sucking down a beer 
and gazing at some incomprehensible, brain-frying reality show. "Mr. Wirman, I'm calling you from the Athens 
Psychiatric Hospital - it's the doctor on duty. | have to inform you that due to an unexpected complication, Mr. 
Kontio had to be rushed to the ER at the general public hospital." He provided me with the information | needed 
and at three in the morning | was driving like a madman through the Athenian streets, blindly following the GPS 


instructions, cursing in Finnish when | made a mistake and lost precious time. 


Please, dont die, you fool. Dont you fucking die! 


| barged into the shabby, ancient building, in a fury, but was stopped at the entrance. Someone pulled me by 


the arm. "Kúpte, anayopevetar*?" 

"Don't you dare stop mel" | snarled. 

"Calm down, sir! Visitors are not allowed into the ICU-" they changed into English. 
"l am.. Not just a visitor." 

"And who might you be..?" 


"His authorized representative. His partner," | blushed, but was at least shown the way through the chaos and 
was allowed to spend a few minutes with him, after my desperate persistence. Probably they pitied me. 


Alexi had suffered gastro-intestinal hemorrhage, subsequent to the stress caused by vomiting and diarrhea, 
acute pancreatic inflammation and due to his diabetes it was urgent that he receive treatment and constant 
supervision at a general hospital that provided all the required services. 

Looking at his fragile figure, anaesthetized, Ved and connected to so many monitors, brought upsetting 
memories of the numerous times | had stayed with him at various hospitals, where he'd had to pay the price 
for his recklessness... and I'd had to be the watchful guardian, the recipient of all the agony. The buffer. Not 


again.. | wanted this to run smoothly, for once. 


| put my hand on his as it was lying inert at his side and rubbed his fingers with affection in an attempt to 
reach him. Soon the doctors would be showing me to the exit with the vague promise to keep me informed. 


Later on, still feeling lonely and isolated - literally - | checked the time and decided it wasn't abnormally early 
to call my brother. He was the only one that | could let down my guard to. 


"Janne!" 

"Antti..." 

‘At last! Im so worried about you! Where are you? Everyone is so furious and upset with you." 
"Antti. Can you just be.. quiet?" | let out my tears. 

"Hey! Are you crying" 


"Shh- Just, don't speak.. don't judge me.. You know." 


"Damn." 


"Just tell me that it's ok and that all this is.. justified. Please... | know I've fucked it up, but helll 1.. | can't be 
there at all! | cant!" 


"/ know. | understand.. It hurts. But Im not the one you have to persuade, you know. lts not reassuring at all for 
your wife. Please, call home, alright?" 


"Can you call her? | can't do it myself right now!" 

"Dude! 

"Please...?" 

| loved how easily | could persuade my little brother to clean up my mess. | owed him. 
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If | had a time machine, | would have gone back in time, grabbed Alexi by the throat as he was drowring 
himself in that fucking Jameson's and smashed his face with my fist! Bash him, slap him, beat the shit out of 
him in order to make him stop, then hand him back to his mom to take care of him more strictly, as a parent 
ought to do. Lock him up wherever - it didn't matter. Only that he got clean. The thoughts were getting more 
vulgar and sick, indicative of my escalating inner battle. That hellish period in Oslo back in 2012, when he was in 
the ICU again, literally waiting for him to die pestered my mind, shaking a mocking finger in my face. Hadn't it 
been my fault as well, enabling this debauchery, adopting the decadent lifestyle? We were the Booze Brothers, 
weren't we? Only | was stronger - whereas he was vulnerable. Delicate. And now he was paying the price 


because he couldn't hold back and put a leash on his addiction earlier, in time. 


Youre to blame, too, dont excuse yourself like you're the good guy.. Your ambivalence pushed him over the 
precipice.. Or should | say your pretentious denial, hm? 


Regurgitating the feelings of remorse and guilt over his decline became my new hobby while waiting at the 


hospital, a prolific way to pass time. 


Dr. Papadopoulos was actively by my side during the unexpected ordeal. Was it medical curiosity or human 
interest that had brought him so close? 


"In his condition, every complication is somehow anticipated. Don't take it too personally, Janne.." suddenly we 
had jumped from "Mr. Wirman" to simply "Janne". The doctor's attempt to comfort me only put a smirk on my 


face. 


And then it crossed my mind: the scariest prospect, the one requiring the most commitment. Our last chance. 
Back at the cabin, | had explored and half accepted the possibilty, but only at that moment, when facts were 
clear, was | ready to consider it and talk about it openly with Dr. Papadopoulos. Seeing Alexi so vulnerable on 
that bed put forward my urge to relieve him of all that pain. Give him some life back, even by sacrificing a 
piece of myself. 


"Could | undergo the tests..° And see if | am a compatible candidate?" 


"For what?" Papadopoulos was caught off guard. It was the first time his face revealed human concern. 


Possibly he was testing my lucidity. 


"For becoming a living donor for a liver transplant, what else? If this hell is ever going to be over, I'd like to 


save some time and be prepared..." 
"Why don't we go to my office and talk this through?" the doctor proposed quizzically, sensing my despair. 


Like | had any other obligation, apart from burning brain cells outside Alexi's room, signing papers and paying 


bills. | followed him to his office for a brief chat. 


"What you've been asking isn't a decision to be taken lightly. And neither is it a simple procedure. It's a 


complicated double surgery. There might be permanent consequences, Janne." 

"| know. I've read about it." 

‘Its not even widely performed, if at all, here in Greece." 

"I've been vaguely informed, but I'll follow your instructions." 

"Both of you may run the risk of not recovering, In his case, a failing liver transplant equals death." 
"He is already dead, isn't that so?" 

"| wouldn't like to pose it this way." 


"You've seen him! He's running out of time. He's so.. so damaged! This is so ungratifying for him.. So, how 


about | take the tests, to be ready for our last possible option?" 
The doctor stared deeply into my eyes, evaluating my feelings for Alexi. 


"You're a brave man, Janne. Which begs the next question - why did you choose to go through this ordeal 
here, in Greece, so far away from your country and families?" he asked me. 


| hesitated. "It wasn't quite an.. option, back there," | muttered and stared at my cuticles to avoid his 
penetrating, knowing eyes. "Not from a medical perspective, but." 


After a few minutes’ pause the doctor spoke again. "You're hiding from your people, right?" 


My quivering lips and trembling hands at his revealing words gave me away. | think my eyes were tearful when 


| looked back at him, unable to deny his claim, yet indecisive whether he was the right person to confide to. 

| sense your frustration, Janne. It's not my job to be privy. You don't have to put it into words if it makes 
you uncomfortable. | understand and respect it" | was fully crying by that time, stifling my humiliating sobs 
before the other man, who gave me a few minutes of silent contemplation before resuming his word. "These 
procedures are costly. We can discuss your options. My team and | will do our best to support you. But in 
order to do so, | feel obliged to ask a very personal question" He smiled as if preparing to drop a bombshell on 
me. "Which of the two of you has valid social insurance to cover some of the expenses? Do | have to say that 
this discussion is confidential?" 


What a positive twist! | had to drink to this like a Finn! 


| think | called Antti at three o'clock in the morning after the groundbreaking talk with the doctor, mumbling 
inane shit. The history of calls on my cell phone would later prove the unnerving truth about my erratic 
activities. 

"Shit, bro! Youre drunk?" 

‘Janne, you're really scaring me. Where the hell are you, so that | can come-" 

"-No, no, no... I'm OK.. Just.. You know...” 

"l called your wife. Do you wanna know what she said?" 

"FUCK. Tell her to go fuck herself. Find a real man and FUCK herself!" 

‘Right. OK, | think you need to see a specialist. A psychologist." 


"Antti. | miss him." 


"Hush, bro... Hush..." 


Chapter Il: Treat the demon, tame the beast 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay in uploading this.. Playing the doctor isn't that easy. That said, it's not my intention to 
portray accurately a medical (hypothetical) condition, even though there has been some research done from 


my side, in order not to write something completely preposterous. 
The translation of the Finnish phrases is: (*) my httle ghost and (*2) Laho-mom. 


| hope you still enjoy this! 


Chapter Il: Treat the demon, tame the beast. 


"You're crying." Alexis voice brought me round and out of my uncomfortable, restless slumber on the visitor's 


chair. 


He had awakened from the induced coma after skirting the danger and was transferred to a standard room, 
which he shared with two other men - a universally similar situation in a public hospital: lame, impersonal, yet 


familiar. 


He had guessed right, but | didn't notice he had woken and didn't want him to see me like that, so | hurriedly 
rubbed my eyes dry, granting him a forced smile. His face was pallid and gaunt, like a ghost, but otherwise, 


peaceful. 


"Minun pieni haamun! You're awake," | cooed at him. 
anne... You're So cheesy... ne murmured, unimpressed, and rolled nis eyes in exasperation, avoiding mine. 
"J You' heesy.." h d p d, and rolled his ey perat ding 


"Oh, but still, you are," | insisted, mostly to defend my affection. He didn't budge, retaining his impervious 


solemnity. 


An acute pain or a pull at his belly made him wince suddenly. He traced his abdomen with his fingers, trying to 
perceive any possible changes and lifted the blanket to look directly at his state - naked, but for a thin, single- 


use hospital gown, invaded by needles; a diaper and gauze bandage were obstructing any view of his body, 


holding various drainage tubes and bags in place. Splashes of dried blood and disinfectant around him and on the 
sheet caught his attention. 


He scowled, alarmed. "What the f- is all that? Is this my blood?" He tapped his finger on an extensive blotch. 
"Jesus... Everything in place, or have they removed something from inside?" he grumbled, confused, and | 
touched his hand, to prevent him from fumbling with the medical lines and causing any damage. Before | could 
form a word of comfort, he blurted a comment, typical of his dark humor. "Did you ask them to chop off my 


useless dick?" 


| sighed, dispirited, "No, Allu.. It's still there. And it's not useless," resignation evident in my voice. Alexi scoffed 
at my remark. "They could have removed your whole pancreas, though, due to the acute inflammation, but 
since it's not.. cancerous-" | stifled a gasp, shocked to even name the condition, "-just fibrotic... a 
pancreatectomy was avoided. So, to reply to your question, you are 919% intact. Dr. Papadopoulos has been in 
contact with the doctors who treated you, all this time you've been.. unconscious. You're coming home once 
you're discharged from this fucking brothel," | changed to a moderately infuriated tone. 


"Dude, you're being rude... Its not a brothel!" 


"And you are the wise one now, huh? Listen to youl Perhaps they did indeed remove something vitall | am in 


awe, Allu-" 
"-Mikkol There are people around us!" he hushed me and | forced a grin. "Still, though, your eyes are tearful." 


"s nothing.. Just tired. They don't have comfy chairs in hospitals - another universal directive, to show 


contempt for the patient companions." 


He stared at me for a long time with inquiring eyes, trying to figure out the reason for my alleged tears. | 
looked around at the ceiling, the chipping oil paint on the walls, visibly annoyed. "That's not even what I've 
arranged for - a public, third-world shithole where you can barely communicate with anyone... But they 
perform these.. urgent procedures here and we were given no other option Papadopoulos was reassuring about 
the quality of the services," | kept on muttering mostly to myself as a form of self-defense. 


His eyes were icy-cold and scary to behold, set deeply within their sockets, pronounced due to 


undernourishment, x-raying me indiscreetly. He looked like Death. 


"You should have gotten used to that by now, dude. I've been dragging you into hospitals for the last.. twenty 


years - and this situation never changes, nor improves. Accept it" 


"Right. I'll bring my own foldable stool next time," and he rolled his eyes again, but was smiling this time. "How 
are you feeling?" 


"Empty. Dunno... Better.. Better not talk about it, ok?" 


"As you wish, babe.” 


He didn't respond to my pet name, only peered out the window at the gurgling pigeons that were lined up on 
the balcony rail, bickering at each other - obnoxious, filthy rats with wings. | didn't have the courage to bug 
him about us. Apparently, he wasn't in the mood for slobbering and smooching and exchanging big, romantic 
words when he was in pain and literally hand-in-hand with Death! What a pest | had become. 


| shot to my feet, unable to control my anxiety, which turned his attention back to me. 
"Going out for a coffee. I'll be right back," | announced. 
"That bad?" he stopped me at the door and | pursed my lips in what hopefully resembled a grin 


"No-not at all. You're.. doing better now. Just wanted a coffee. | wish | could buy you one, but its not allowed.. 


Hospitals, you see.." 
Alexi turned his stare back to the pigeons, disconcerted, so | found the opportunity to slip out. 


Truth is, | was hurting inside and wanted desperately to vent somewhere privately. | could swear that Alexi 
didn't buy my excuse; maybe close affiliation with Death had somehow rendered him more intuitive, more 


perceptive. | fished my cell phone from my pocket and dialed Papadopoulos. 

"When are the compatibility results coming out?" | pressed him. 

"h a week" 

"Mikko is awake. He seems... scared, but good.. Please, don't mention anything to him." 


| didn't want to stress Alexi more. He already had too many things to stomach. Hanging up with Dr. 
Papadopoulos, after he gave me his word to not mention the pre-transplant testing, | felt relieved. | walked to 
the vending machine in the lobby that sold hospital coffee, just to be true to my word. It still tasted like shit - 


another universal directive against visitors - but at that moment it was the tastiest drink on my palate. 
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The list of prescription medicines and auxiliary kits, which were mandatory for Alexi's recuperation at home, 
was infinite. | had to figure out where to procure and how to use all that stuff, now in Greek, too. | had to 
learn to coordinate all his overlapping, and seemingly incompatible needs, control his diabetes, check his blood 
sugar regularly, and then give him his shots. | had to buy a plastic pillbox, like those that seniors use to 
classify and order their weekly medication by day and hour, so that he didn't skip any pill. t was amusing and | 


teased him about it, however, he didn't appreciate my humor. Reasonable. 


Alexis behavior had lost its raunchiness and he had indeed started to behave like a grumbling senior - a fact 
that wasn't due to his recent surgery, acquired sobriety and imposed healthy lifestyle. Alexi was shaken 
mentally by his acute condition, the urgent surgery and the days in the ICU in the public hospital. It was yet 
another close call, another encounter with Death, only more obscure this time. It had been a long time since he 
last saw the smile of the Grim Reaper. | do believe that he felt responsible for the fuss and scared of the 


imminent danger, which took its toll on my peace of mind. 


Most of the time, he stayed in bed or on the veranda, weak and exhausted, submerged in chaotic thoughts. | 
didn't dare disturb him; the psychiatrist had prepared me for the phase of accounting and grief he would be 
going through. It was justified. The shock and the pain were tremendous, followed by radical unplanned changes 
in his routines. On a physical level, the surgical wounds hadn't healed yet, so he needed to move around 
carefully, keep the incision site clean, and change the dressings every day to avoid infection - my assignment. 
The endocrinologist had recommended exercise for his diabetes, but the surgeon, mild movements! 


Contradicting treatments only brought about irritability and contention. 


Guitar playing was acceptable and harmless for his health, though, so he was encouraged to indulge freely. 
Well... All that sounded ideal, but the guitar | had brought with us was a classical one, not so appropriate for 
furious shredding. When | proposed we play some simplified version of our old CoB stuff together, it didn't go 
well. In fact, it turned out to be a disaster. Alexi stopped abruptly in the middle of ‘Downfall as if hit by 
lightning and burst into tears, too emotional about recreating something he had buried along with his real life. 
"Alexi is dead! He's not me! This doesn't belong to mel" he shouted dolefully so | put some Prince on the laptop 


to calm him down. 


His mood was unpredictable, the previous day we had been headbanging to Lamb of God and Emperor and he 
had subtly expressed his wish for an electric guitar, only to demonize anything that revolved around his past, 
the next one. | had to call the shrink and drive him to the psych ward to quell the emotional tornado he was 
caught in. 


"At least, tell me what went wrong. Please.. It breaks my heart not knowing what triggered this!" | pleaded, 
holding his hand but the mere mention of the incident made him huff with discomfort and shake his head 
anxiously. 

It's the song. The melody line. | hate it." 

"Alexi, you cant mean that. ‘Downfall’ is our most recognizable song.” 

"Well, | can't stand it! It upsets me - all the shit flooding my mind - no," he stated demonstratively, balling his 
fists to pound his temples. | attempted to pull him into a soothing embrace, but he resisted, stiffening his jaw 


and tensing his back, so that | would understand that he wasn't available. 


Back into the ice again, Finnish winter at its worst. That was ok, being used to frozen conditions - what the 


fuck? 
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That morning, | was in a chatty mood, positively affected by Alexi's slow healing. "I do believe you were lucky. It 
could have been a lot worse. Now you know that you don't have pancreatic cancer." We were enjoying a healthy 
breakfast in the sun-flooded kitchen of the rented apartment. The sea, visible from the balcony's glass door, 
had a spectacular, bright blue color. It was a minor detail that gave me courage these days. "Besides, it was 
just a.. minor operation For the better." Did | even believe what | was telling him? "You look a lot better. It 
barely even left a scar," | added, taking a huge bite of a thick slice of bread slathered with a rich layer of 
butter and Greek honey. "The color's back in your cheeks and your eyes aren't carved in your skull. And you 


can literally take a shit - no kidding!" 
Alexi glared at me, grimacing slightly at my pig-like grunts of satisfaction the food gave me; he wasn't allowed 
to have the same delicacies yet, and it was a bit unfair, but | supposed his yoghurt with kiwi, apple and pears 


could be considered a sweet substitute. Even if he was toying with it as though he was offered something 


inedible. 


"Do you think | could plaster the wall with this thing?" he wondered rhetorically, spooning a big dollop of pasty 
yoghurt and examining it with curiosity. 


"Its delicious, eat it!" 

‘lm not hungry.” 

"It doesn't matter. You have to. Your sugar was low." 

He cocked an eyebrow at me. "And this will save me?" yet he shoved the white mound into his mouth 
naughtily, licking the smeared white substance around his lips, but swallowing hard. He couldn't hide his distaste, 
no matter how hard he tried to tease me. | stared at his face that portrayed the torment | was putting him 
through and empathized with him for once. 

lll have the yoghurt and fruit, too. Honey and butter are too sweet for me." 

"Hey, stop! You don't have tol I'm not a fucking toddler, you know. I'm not jealous of your food!" 


"No, but | have to be careful myself; | need to control my weight, | think I've put on some-" 


"-Stop mocking me to my face, you fucktard! There's nothing wrong with you. You're in good health, so fucking 
stop this supportive shit - | don't buy it. Just eat your fucking food with no remorse." 


The truth was that the blood tests | took to check my compatibility with Alexi had come out and among 
others had shown that my cholesterol was borderline high. But, to hell with it - at least, to my relief, the 
compatibility results had given a positive match with Alexi, so Papadopoulos had suggested | be more careful 
with my health. Watch my weight, quit smoking (as if even those few | had smoked lately even mattered) and 


drinking alcohol, and do some exercise, in case we ended up on the transplant operation table. Alexi couldn't 
know of that possibility yet - he was given a three-month period of recuperation and evaluation of his organs’ 
response after the surgery on his pancreas. We hoped that his liver would eventually respond, but in the 
meantime, | could prepare for plan B, in secret. So, better to play the fool and be scolded for my "supportive 
nature". However, Alexis suspicious looks at my persistence made me wonder whether he had in fact deduced 
my real reasons for this sudden turn to a healthier lifestyle. 


"What's next, are you turning into a vegan guru, dude?" he would taunt me. "I'll always prefer.. meat, you 


know," he'd go on, winking at me mischievously. 


It was a test, | knew, but | couldn't hold back, "Liar, what meat are you talking about!" - because after Alexi's 
medical emergencies, there was barely anything physical between us. Only plain friendship. My attempts at 
approaching him emotionally were a complete failure, and sexual intimacy was out of the question, courtesy of 
the surgery. He remained unresponsive and even shamefully defensive, as if he felt obliged to show interest in 
me, yet he wasn't there mentally. It made things tense and awkward between us. 


| hadn't considered the prospect of not managing to restore our thing | thought that love would conquer all, 
that he would fall for me again and we'd live happily ever after. That night together had been the omen I'd 
been waiting for. Now, he seemed to be put off merely by my presence in his vicinity. In his eyes, | was an 


obnoxious, overprotective parent, upon whom he was dependent. Utterly unlovable and lackluster. 


The more he detached from me, the more obsessed with him | became. Obstinately, only to feel heartbroken 
and miserable by the lack of reciprocation. It didn't come naturally to use my logic, so | had to force myself to 
be patient and not judge him, not condemn anything yet. 
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With the excuse of his birthday at the beginning of April, | bought him an electric guitar from an ad | found 
outside a music store nearby: an old Jackson RR24 from a guy who accepted my cash without being too 
friendly, like everybody here. It was in a shabby condition and thus very affordable, body scratched and paint 
chipped, but hopefully it would motivate Alexi to fix it. Occupy him with something creative and give the 
instrument a second chance; make it look like his original WildChild guitar. No endorsement bound him against 


the use of a Jackson guitar anymore. | was sure I'd hit the jackpot. 


"| don't want it! Take it away!" he shrieked, panicked, possessed by another demon when | offered him the 


present. 
‘Its for your birthday. | thought you'd like it," | attempted an explanation but he burst out into fiercer yells. 


"This is for Alexi Laiho - not ME Take it the fuck away - |.. | can't even look at it!" His eyes almost popped out 


of their sockets, their color an alien, amber hue, for fury. "Don't you fucking pity me!" 


Pity? Misunderstanding and preoccupation were implemented in our relationship. He refused everything; he was 
stuck in a self-deprecating mode and was negatively predisposed against me. | took the guitar out of his hands, 
unable to hide my bitterness, and put it down, next to the nightstand in the bedroom without further 
comment. "Can you calm down, at least? Forget about my stupid idea. Don't stress yourself, you're still freshly 
post-op." 


"If | was allowed to be myself, | would kill for a cigarette," he huffed, a bit more composed. 


"Yeah, well.. Sorry, Allu. Better go for a walk by the beach. Exercise's gonna be good for us. Come on!" | 
prompted him, dispirited, and he obeyed. 


Late that night, when we were supposed to be asleep, each one on his side of the bed, | perceived him sneaking 
out of the covers. He knelt down by the guitar case where | had left it and fumbled with the instrument, 
unbeknownst that he was being watched. | opened half an eye on him, holding my breath not to give myself 
away. | pretended to be fast asleep when he returned to bed after a quick relief stop in the bathroom (let's 
not forget) and slid under the thick comforter. | think | even prayed to God, to help Alexi and give him back 


his driving force, music. 
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Soon COVID-I9 conquered all - and locked us in, literally. The pandemic put the whole "civilized" world on pause. 
Time stopped and we spent our days imprisoned in our homes, voyeurs of life from inside. International air 
travel was suspended for the unknown, so now, | had another valid excuse for not going back home. ‘Cause, yes, 
she had called me and insisted | came back Now. My mother called me, as well. "Son, enough! Be serious for once 
and return to your family!" she chastised me on the phone and | scoffed and laughed hysterically. Jaska and 
Henkka called me, too. Not to mention my brother, who was playing the mediator between me and the "others". 


How lame. 


The COVID excuse was an ungratifying relief, but at the same time, it was reall | Iterally couldn't take the 
plane and just fly back home, no matter how much this would serve me; it would be so convenient to hop to 
Helsinki for a couple of days to make some arrangements with my bank and withdraw a large chunk of cash 
for our immediate expenses, while Alexi would be in the hospital for a scheduled, thorough check-up. | was 
worried that my wife might be the recipient of a weird bill in my name, with all those medical expenses in a 
foreign land. That would be unnerving. | had taken all the necessary precautions, but still, my absence would 


further yield suspicion about me. 


To be fair, there was a positive outcome of the whole COVID-incarceration issue, beyond the protection against 
contracting something potentially lethal. The constant use of masks outside concealed our faces in case we ran 
into a diehard fan. Alexi didn't need to maintain an altered appearance. No one would recognize him. Not that he 
wore makeup anymore, nor had he trimmed his hair again after fleeing Finland. We had simply forgotten all 


about looks after the recent events. 


Our daily "expeditions" were minimized to the absolute essentials. Alexi was only attending the prescribed 
psychiatric sessions and the necessary medical checks. Other than that, we had to request written permission 
to take a walk, go to the supermarket, or go to the tattoo removal studio to finish off with the procedure - 
before every facility was locked down. All kinds of businesses had gradually suspended services by mid-April. 
Alexi was staring at his bare hands, with awe. 

"There's nothing left behind." he mused, turning his hands around, meticulously examining his skin as if he had 
forgotten what it felt to be confronted with translucent Nordic paleness again. No remnant of the much- 
loathed snake constricting his ring finger. No COBHC, or HATE initials, no morbid goddess Kallis face sticking out 
a repulsive tongue on his right hand and all random sketches on his left arm. Everything was gone from the 
wrist down on the right and the whole left hand, swept clean along with the real Alexi Laiho. "I didn't know that 
technology has advanced so much.." he added. 

"Nothing is permanent," | answered despondently. 

"Your bad moods are permanent, though." 

"Yours, too." 

"Well, Mikko is a grumpy ol! man" 

"Fair. I'll love Mikko just like | love Alexi. Just to let you know.’ 

"Stop it, please. Its annoying.” 

"Hey, it's you who started commenting on my bad moods! It's not that easy for me, either! OK?" | protested, 
then stood up and left the living room. | sought the refuge of the bedroom, where | could seclude myself for a 
while. 

Not so long after, | heard light footsteps outside the door and then his raspy voice, addressing me hesitantly. 
"Hey, I'm sorry." he said, but | didn't respond. "Janne, | said l'm sorry, alright?" he repeated. 

"Come in," | caved in, and the door creaked open. 

Alexi walked in and we indulged in a courteous embrace. 

‘Sorry for being a dick.. Everything's been a blur in my head," he explained. "I hate myself for upsetting you...” 
"| know you're not alright yet. Damn, we shouldn't be questioning this, and | shouldn't be grumbling... | guess, | 


overly enjoyed what happened between us that right.. and | can't get over it. You need time to recuperate. And 


maybe you just.. don't want me anymore. Even so, | want you to heal. That's why we're here." 


"Please, Janne.." His voice brimmed with guilt. 


It was my turn to feel ashamed, so | changed the subject. "Why don't we fix that axe | bought, just the way 


the doctor will fix you, huh?" Or just as time will fix us, | wished silently. | even dared to smile. 


"Ok.. You know.. It's not that bad, after all.. | took a closer look when you were asleep and.. We can change the 
colors to some glossy black with yellow pinstripes, you know, and fix those broken corners, now that we have 
time in our hands - or as much time as | have, while I'm still alive, you know," and he looked deeply into my 


eyes, aware of the significance of his statement. 


"Fuck you- everything's gonna be ok. | know it!" | insisted, encouraged by the sliver of positivity he was 
experiencing -determined to stay strong for him, transplant or not, if only to make that bright smile shine 


again. 
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The phone rang persistently, waking me up and out of a tender, maybe wet, dream | was enjoying, lying prone 
on the mattress, naked except for a pair of boxer briefs, which were already humid and sticky on my sweaty 
skin | was humping my pillow - Alexi was out of reach, sleeping on the other side of the bed with his back to 
me, oblivious to the sudden racket. He didn't even stir, good for him. Obviously, his body demanded rest. 


| snatched my phone from the nightstand and then got a shock. Cold sweat ran down my spine, and all warm, 


cuddly feelings were instantly replaced by fear and remorse. The screen was showing Alexis mother number 


and her name, the way | had saved her in my contacts - "Latho-aite2". What was that now? Reluctantly, | 
picked it up. 


"Yes..?" | whispered. 
"Janne!" 


"Hello, Mrs Laiho.." | muddled my words, casting a furtive glance at the sleeping body |,50 meters away from 


me - still insensate. 
‘1 was reluctant to call you, but rumors have reached me that youre not doing well. Pretty alarming rumors, | 


must say. Im worried about you, Janne, | have a strange feeling today. Hl be straightforward with you. My son's 
gone, but you DON'T have to follow him! You hear me?" 


It was ironic, almost surreal, talking about deceased Alexi, while his living, breathing body was lying within grasp 
from me. | had to put on my “grieving fagade". Easy. 


"Who said-" 


"-Anna. She's been talking to Henkka and Jaska lately. They are all concerned by your absence! Where are you, 
baby? Your wife is upset, they say..." 


"| know. I've fucked it up-" 
"-Languagel" she interrupted me spontaneously, like she always did whenever Alexi was relentlessly adding 
obscenities to his speech like salt and pepper. | couldn't help smirking, yet | slithered out of bed because this 


was getting heated and emotional. | tip-toed to the living room, hoping that Alexi hadn't heard me. 


‘Sorry about the word.. We never managed to control our potty mouths.. We never-" | gasped with sorrow, "- 


we were always so- Fuck. Sorry... 


‘ts alright.. hve missed it. | wish cursing was all that mattered and | would just be mothering you about your 
Tongue..." 


"| feel like shit! That's why | had to go. l'm safe, | told my brother, but can't face anyone right now.. I'm sorry. 
Sorry about everything." 


‘Baby, you don't have to feel sorry! Its not your fault!" 

"Oh, but it isl" 

‘Janne! It was the circumstances. The world is a difficult place to be. | know you loved Alexi - and he loved you, it 
was mutual. It was beautiful. But he is gone - and you're alive! You have a family now, a child and a wife.. Be 
responsible!" 

"They are better off without dysfunctional me around. Who wants a deviant parent?" 

‘Oh, baby, please.. You are worthy! But they are part of your life now. Dont hurt them." 

"You mean, don't hurt them, too - like /hurt Alexi." 


"l never said that!" 


"You know, Alexi and | should have been together. | can speak openly to you. | can't be the cool family guy, 


when he's not there! | was all wrong - so fucking, criminally, heinously wrong!" 

‘Janne, love! Stop it! Please. Its all done! My son was a frigging stubborn freak and naive. You knew him, nothing 
could stop him! Hs death is on him only. It hurts to say this, but its the only truth Don't blame yourself, you 
couldn't have known. He is gone, may he finally find peace, but you are alive. You're not alone, baby. You're not!" 


‘Oh, | am.." Tears were falling from my eyes. 


‘ts OK fo take some alone-time. You cant do otherwise now, anyway, with the lockdown Try fo stay safe and 
come back when they open the borders again People love you. Don't serve them the terror Alexi served us!" she 
took a breath before she went on, "/ love you, baby. | don’t discriminate you from my son I want to help you, if 
you need anything Don't be a stranger." 


We hung up and | stayed still for a few minutes, staring at my darkened cell phone with conflicting feelings, 
trying to prioritize my thoughts. | wondered, would she still want to talk to me if she knew what | had done? 


When | looked up, | saw Alexi at the threshold of the corridor to the bedroom. He was still in his saggy 
pajamas, his bony arms circling his hollow waist, as though it was an effort for him to stand upright, watching 
my erratic who knows what. His gaunt face was marked with pain and something else - eagerness and 
affection. | tried to wave the phone call, as a nagging associate, even tried to come up with a believable story. 
"Huh, people... Calling at odd hours! What do they expect from me, like | have an office job..?" 

He stopped my rambling with one question. "How's my mom?" He had been listening the entire time. 

| sighed in resignation. There was no point in lying after all. | was way more upset than what such situations 
would normally make me. His expectant eyes were merciless. He deserved an answer. "She's worried about me. 


People are talking. They think | am a huge jerk-off, huh!" 


"She's always loved and excused you, you know. She thought you were good, and trusted you. It pissed me off 


that she took your part, always. Even when you made me sad." 

"She said that you were a frigging stubborn freak. Very precise," | said and approached him. 

He huffed. "I hope she resents me enough to get over me," he struggled to sound stern and grimaced in pain. 
| didn't know if said pain was physical or mental. 

"Hey, everything ok?" 


"Well, obviously not. l.. | vomited blood on the bed" He lowered his eyes out of fear and shame. "You see, your 
plans are failing. Its been two months and l'm fucked up again-" 


"-Dude, stop!" | caught him by the arms and shook him. "I'll call Papadopoulos. Most likely it's normal. Post- 
operational stuff" 


"You are naive. You're starting to get on my nerves." 


"IFs alright. | am obnoxious, | know. I'm going to change the bed. Just.. Try to chill out. Probably its nothing. 
Honestly.” He obeyed, clinging to my assuring tone and | smiled tenderly at him. 


The situation only alarmed me - what the fuck was wrong now? He couldn't be fucking dying, not now! 
Everything had been going fine.. Momentarily, | had believed we were out of danger. As stealthily as | could, | 
called Papadopoulos and informed him about the event. 


“Bring him in. Now!" he commanded. 


And then | felt the chilly breath of Death on my back, giving me the creeps. 


Chapter |2: Dire consequences 


Author's Notes: 

| want to remind the reader that this is NOT meant to interpret the real facts and events behind Alexi's 
health, nor to leave wishful prospects. It's just fiction, not meaning to slur/accuse and slander people. The 
notes are hints for two Children of Bodom songs: (I) "Taste of My Scythe", and (*2) "Red Light in My Eyes 
(PH, or Pt2, it doesn't matter)". 


| hope you enjoy! 
Chapter 12: Dire consequences 


There were three demons, representing my current issues in life. All of them were waiting patiently for me to 


finally give them some thought. Or, to be precise, | was obliged to deal with them, it was inevitable. 
Demon Number One: the gluttonous type, representing disease, deterioration, and craving flesh. 
"HI be honest with you 


The words were reverberating in my head like an ominous mantra, dressed in Papadopoulos's voice - the Angel 
of Death, the Preacher of Doom. | knew beforehand that it would be his duty to speak for the demon, as an 
expert in that field And, by the way, what exactly did he mean by this phrase - had he been lying to us all 
along so far? That gave me another good reason to down the tomato juice | was offered in the airplane and 
pretend that it was mixed with some Vodka, in a posh Bloody Mary. | obediently refrained from any alcohol 


consumption. | mean | had to. 
"l was hoping for some stability, if not improvement. Im afraid thats not the case. There's deterioration." 


The foreboding bells of Doom tolled in my head again | felt like a student in school who had done something wrong, 
Ike not studying adequately and failing the exams, which earned me my parents‘ reprimand | was aware of the 

possibility of failure in my aspiring plans and that Alexis condition might be irreversible, yet | didn’t expect things to 
really take a turn for the worse. | was too enthused with my efforts to allow failure a place. Thats why we had 


reached so far. 


The doctor's voice had been stern and steady, what Id call professional - not the friendly, compassionate guy 
addressing me as "Janne" the other day, finding a financial convenience for our situation That time, he was concise 


while he was scanning Alexis abdomen with that stupid wand, rubbing, grazing, squishing and slicking with gel all over 


again, almost excavating his belly - to find what? Some treasure? Huh! | could only suspect the extra pain Alexi 
had to endure during the procedure - which he stifled adeptly. But | knew it was there and it hurt me. 


The view from the tiny rounded window was strikingly bright. We were flying above the clouds of central 
Europe, slicing the summer skies smoothly, soothingly. It didn't diminish my bitterness, didn't mitigate my fears, 
so | pressed the call button and asked the flight attendant to serve me another portion of tomato juice, which 
she accepted reluctantly. Apparently, the airline company couldn't suffer the cost of such a.. luxury - and, to 


think that a few years before, all the drinks and food were offered abundantly, free of charge. 


How many flights had we drunk ourselves into oblivion with Alexi persuading the flight attendants to serve us 
huge quantities of alcohol with a seductive stare and a sexy pout? We were rock stars - my ass. Alexi was a 
master at charming people, he had charisma; no one could deny his beautiful eyes, his angelic face and that 
smile. | always profited from his effect on other people, being his sidekick, gaining privileges | wouldn't otherwise 
have had. Let's face it: getting wasted - while horny - was always a good opportunity to make out 
unabashedly, even in front of the others, without being taken foo seriously. Being numb made me impervious to 
my shame and social inhibitions. In the beginning, no one suspected; towards the end, they dreaded the prospect 
because it only caused us pain And Alexi wasn't efficient in handling that kind of pain. He was prone to self- 
inflicted accidents. 


| was huffing alone at the memories that had brought us to that point; clinging to those cherished memories 
whereas the reality had grown monstrously out of hand. Having been deep into this exploration, and 
encountered all possible developments and reactions, | realized that | was rather causing pain to my once 
significant one with my selfish excuses. The phone call from Alexi's mother had shaken me. With her motherly 
adeptness, she had managed to make me remorseful of my actions. She had always stood by us, like a loving 
mother ought to. Her love had given me shelter, when | would earn rejection from my environment, merely 
with the suspicion of being involved with a guy. Only my brother stood by me. Alexis mother trusted me. She 
wouldn't expect me to be lying all along about something so serious. | had betrayed her and everyone who 
thought | was the "good boy", yet | still didn't have it in me to believe that | wasn't doing the right thing! My 


motive was pure love - irrespective of the cost, which apparently was bigger, even for myself. 


| had become an emotional beggar, who had drifted from all social interaction without a valid reason and 
couldn't just annul what | had done and go back to my norms. It was time | took care of the shit that | had 
created - at last. | had exhausted every time limit. How many people should | confront during the following 


days in Helsinki? Gosh... 


Better to muse over the past, or ponder the upcoming operation. It scared me less, in the sense that it didn't 
rely on my correct handling. It needed to be done, and someone else would perform the task for us. 


Papadopoulos was pretty thorough on that. 


He had informed me privately, in his office, that the degeneration of Alexis liver had started to cause serious 
malfunction Thus the blood-vomiting "The prognosis isn’t good," he had emphasized 


At his words, | had swallowed hard. The time to part with a big piece of my liver had arrived My personal sacrifice 
fo the greedy demon. On instinct, | protectively rubbed my abdomen to pamper my body, and even comfort 
myself from the rising, primitive fear of the unknown | was suddenly tormented by millions of "what-ifs". 


‘So, plan B, right? The transplant, huh?" 


He had nodded. "If youre still considering the option Its a complex surgery and | can understand your inhibitions. If 
you step back, there is always a list of cadaver donors your partner can enroll in, here in Greece, so you don't 


have to-" 


Yeah, | knew; those lists were interminable, everywhere in the world - and the mere thought of the "cadaver" part 
of the "deal" creeped me out. No, my sweet Allu deserved the best. 


"-/ want fol" | blurted without further discussion, in a bold surge of determination "So, how do we proceed? | mean, 


it stil has to be done somewhere else, right?" 


The doctor asserted, "Turkey is one reliable alternative, as such operations are widely conducted, with a high rate 
of success. Dont ask me why," he said meaningfully and | scoffed in understanding 


"Do you recommend it? Can you supervise the whole.. procedure?" 
y you sup P 


"h fact, there is a clinic in Istanbul which we are in a form of collaboration with. Some patients with similar liver 


disease were treated there successfully, and have fully recovered" 
"Defying politics, huh?" | had tried fo sound amusing 


‘Politics have nothing fo do with real life and science. We are human beings above all. | could establish the contact 
Probably its your best solution, money-wise. But you'd better be accompanied by an employed caregiver, as you'll 
both need assistance post-operatively. Someone you trust." 


"Well." Those | trusted were in Finland and unaware of all this - and those Alexi trusted believed him dead 
Obviously, | couldnt share all that with Papadopoulos. He already had enough knowledge about the secrecy of our 


moves; better not fo burden hm with the extra saucy details. '! guess you can find us someone..." 


In brief, contact with the living donor transplant clinic in Istanbul was arranged. We would be admitted at the 
end of June, the most convenient period now that the tourist season had forced the COVID-frenzy to subside, 
in view of the inflow of money by tourism. Precautions were lifted and international travel was restored to 
serve the Capital. 


The expenses were not negligible, nor easy to manage. "Shill cheaper than doing it in Germany or in the USA," 
Papadopoulos had informed me, which provided me with questionable relief. | was well aware of the size of the 
bill. | had been somehow prepared - but with a wishful, positive thinking lingering in the back of my mind, | 


hadn't planned everything in advance. | had to go back and bring in some cash. 


Alexis half-crazed shouts at the prospect of my trip back to Finland still haunted me. | hadn't quite disclosed 
the transplant project for obvious reasons; he would have collapsed, which would be precarious in his condition. 


That was the Third so-called Demon | was about to face - but I'd come back to that later. This was just a 
prelude, a first taste (of his scythe)! 


"Youre leaving? No, dude!" he had objected 


At first, | had waved Alexi aside with a sour comment, a poignant hint about the lack of any proximity, doubtful of 


his emotions. 
‘Oh, don't say that youre gonna miss me!" 


Then | realized the magnitude of his pain. | didnt know if it was real love for me, or if it was despair making him 
want me there, for lack of any other alternative. Seeing me booking my flight back to Helsinki so unprovoked misled 
him to believe that | was abandoning him, even though | had sworn Id be staying there only for four days, during 
which he would be in the hospital anyway, going through the tests for his declining liver. | even showed him my 


round-trip reservation with Aegean Airlines to persuade him. 


"This is just a fucking ticket! Red herring in my eyes! * | don't carel Youre dumping me again, lite you've always 
done! Your specialty!" 


It was the first time | realized the real damage | had caused in his psyche. | thought that healing his physical 
pains would automatically heal the wounds of his soul. Stupid me. | was criminally blind. Maybe Alexis constant 
ironic rebuffs, trying not to show desolation and attachment, had given me a pathetic excuse to doubt his 
feelings for me - which was pretty convenient, if not foolish. Now that things had settled down a bit, | dared 
to look at that possibility. 


"You dragged me here, you fool, and now that | am an ugly, sick, ol' fuck, you go back to your sweet home and 
your safety! Well done fo you, fucktard! Leave your malfunctioning toy behind! Very thoughtful and elegant! Very 


responsible!" 


He was making a scene, yelling, enraged Giving in to rage was his safety valve. He could mask his feelings in 
unbridled wrath, so that people wouldn't see his weakness and pity him. | knew his dril, but | had chosen fo ignore it 
The medical staff was looking at us awkwardly as we exchanged Finnish expletives and curses. | tried fo use a 
smoother tone. 


"You wont even realize it, babe. Please, try fo understand me..." 


‘Understand YOU? You? Seriously? You make decisions without even asking me. Im YOUR Guinea pig, Janne, and you 
want me fo understand YOU? Fuck you!" 


Eventually, Id have fo explain to him that | needed to bring in some cash 


‘No! Fuck me, yes - but I need cash, don't you get it?" | muttered meaningfully. "Please, stop this preposterous 


rant - we're making a spectacle of ourselves!" 


"What?" he had gaped at me, Terrified, as realization dawned on him. That was the awkward moment he let down 
his guard and all his fragility, distress and fear seeped through. "No. No no no! If this is what Im thinking it is, then 
no! | dont want you to do that - waste your money on bullshit! Just.. Why dont you just let me die? | don't 
wanna live like that! Just let me GO!" he had shrieked, and went on, "My life is worth nothing and all | cause is 
trouble to you and everyone! | should be dead anyway - | AM dead, you know that, so let me die properly! This is 
causing me more pain that | cant deal with! Please, leave me to die lke a human being.. Not dependent on someone 


who.. who would still run away from me at the first opportunity. Please." 


The doctors had sedated him to avoid over-stressing in his flmsy condition And I had just slipped away like the 
proverbal thief to catch my flight, burdened with regret. 


The airplane's bumpy landing extracted me from the vicious circle | had immersed myself in. | was still clasping 
my glass of tomato juice tightly, feeling disgust for myself. | gulped the contents in one long swig and 


unbuckled my seatbelt, now that we were safe on the ground. 


"Look who's back! Long time no see, bro!" Antti picked me up from the airport. "You look.. great? Is that the 
right word?" he said doubtfully, giving me a head-to-toe glance. 


"Don't mock me to my face, Antti," | snapped back, but indulged my bulkier brother in a bear hug. "You've put 


on weight, man! Seems like you've had some fun during the Quarantine." 


"Well.. You know my wife is a great cook. And we had a LOT of time on our hands. So, it's no secret I've been 


eating. Unlike you, judging by your looks! Are you sick, bro?" 
"Hm, just being careful with my weight..." 
"Why? Don't tell me - who do you want to impress?" 


| didn't respond to his hint. We started walking to the short-term parking lot: 


Antti went on, trying to fish for some clues from me. "The arrival's timetable said your flight arrived from 


Athens with this Aegean Airlines. Isn't that in Greece?" 
"You are good in Geography," and he flipped me off. 


"Now, this begs some questions. What were you doing in Greece?" 


"Y'know... I'm planning on buying a house there," | replied nonchalantly, mostly to check his reaction and took my 


seat at the passenger side, keeping my enigmatic expression 
He halted, shocked at my words. "What? You're not serious!" 
"I think | am. | want to live in Greece," | tested the sound of my intentions - how incredible it still felt. 


"OK, I'm driving you to the psych ward. Enough with teasing. You've got a serious problem, Janne," he retorted 
and | gave him a stern look. "All this fuss since Christmas and now that? You're out of your mind! Have you no 


respect for anyone?" 


‘lm not crazy, Anti. You're right, but it's.. Its really difficult for me. Helsinki and Finland remind me too much 
of CoB and Alexi. l'll always be in love with him, you want to hear it? | can't stop it. So, unless you want me to 
cut you off, please keep my plans a secret and help me if you can - and want.. ‘Cause | might need your 


confidential, financial support." 
"Fuck you!" 
That meant yes. 


SRR RRR RR RRR RE RR RRR RK 


Demon Number Two was waiting for me in my Finnish living room, the one | had called "home" before | woke up 


that right and caused all this chaos. The demon of responsibility, penitence and compensation 


| was sitting on the couch, numb, gazing at the stack of papers, skimming through the strict legal terminology 
without being really able to read. The words danced before my eyes, and unless | had completely lost my 
ability to decipher my native tongue, being used to the Greek terms of late, it was things I'd never come 


across, nor expected to refer to me. 


The document was titled "Divorce File" and a few lines below, it stated my name, officially written - Janne 
Viljami Wirman. | expected to hurt, to feel the pangs of bitterness and guilt. But no. Honestly, all | was feeling 
was relief. Or, even worse; | was bubbling with GREAT, PROFOUND elation, that at last, | would somehow tie my 
life with Alexi, unobstructed! There would be no legal and emotional obstacle between me and him from my 
side, no remorseful phone calls and vain searching. The only thing that stung was that | wouldn't be able to 
spend that much time with my son - like | was worth it.. What did | expect, when | had literally given him up 
and vanished to Greece with Alexi for almost six months - as long as that first quarantine lasted? It was a 


huge period of time that finished together with my petty marriage, and precious family. 
Well, | still had my son. And now | also had Alexi. A weird combination 


| heard the lock on the door open and my soon-to-be ex-wife walked in, pushing the pram with our boy. She 
hesitated as our eyes met. If only we could talk sensibly. We used to be good friends before we consented to 


start a family. Perhaps we could regress to that stage... 

She was returning home with our sleeping son and was surprised to find me in there. "Oh, you're back?" Her 
tone was sarcastic, boding more severe things to come. Hadn't Antti warned her about my arrival? Needless to 
say she was anything but sensible. Long gone was my good, old friend, who would consult me about my 
emotional innuendos for Alexi. She was enraged and deeply disappointed, and even shouted at me. Not that | 
didn't deserve it - | mean, | literally disappeared for those months, as if | hadn't had a child that presumably | 
loved and wanted in my life.. 

„Which | dared to request: "But don't deprive me of my son!" | guess it didn't sound too good. 


"Do you really care, Janne?" 
M y 


"| told you that | couldn't come earlier because of the quarantine - | wouldn't abandon my own son!" The word 
"abandon" stung me as | expelled it. 


"Yeah, the quarantine.. Where have you been?" 


"Does it really matter? I." | hesitated. | couldn't just blurt out that | was in Greece, in a hospital, getting ready 


to donate a chunk of my liver to my one and only male lover, as if it was completely reasonable. 
She smirked at my long pause. "Right... | thought so. You have nothing to say...” 
"Just... Don't deprive me of my son. Please.." Compromise is always the best option for a loser. 


"That's the only thing that matters to you, Janne.." she said and her voice was tinted with a mixture of 
contempt and sorrow. "As if our child is some kind of a trophy...” 


"You knew /t, from the start, that it was a child we both wanted... You knew all about me! About.. About Allu! 
Don't make it more difficult!" | snapped. 


"Alexi again.. No matter how much time-" 

"I never lied to you about my feelings - and now he's dead! Don't you understand? Don't press me!" 

She smirked and rolled her eyes, trying to keep her composure and not yield to tears. What | said was true, 
she couldn't deny it, but it was ironic, considering how far we had taken our relationship. "| thought you'd have 
made up your.. mind. That | actually meant something to you.. That | wasn't just a womb, that you had 


managed to control and tether your controversial feelings about - that you had overcome him!" 


"That's impossible. That will never happen. Don't make me say it!" 


"Damn Alexi! Damn him and his death! Damn him forever!" she finally broke down in tears and started punching 
me on my chest, which | accepted without complaint. "May he ROT in hell forever!" she raised her voice and all 
| could do was give her time to vent her frustration - no guts to put a comforting arm around her shoulders 


for the disappointment | had offered her so profusely. 


She thought he was dead - like the rest of the world Normally, people tend to forgive the deceased. She 
couldn't, thus the rant. It didn't matter that even she had even cried at his funeral. 


"Will you let me see my son..?" | asked. | didn't have the emotional stamina to open up a war against her over 


our son, so | only hoped for her mercy. 

‘Of course, Janne," she ended up condescendingly. "How could l... | know that you have a good heart and you'd be 
a good father..." She sat down next to me without looking at me. "You're right. I've always known that you are.. 

Well.. About Alexi. | shouldn't blame you. You were pretty clear to me about this. It's just - | can't believe it. | 

thought | could handle it but | can't take it anymore - coming second in your life.” 


"l'm sorry for disappointing you. l'm really ashamed that | can't be the man you trusted. H's beyond me." 


"Truth sucks. Fuck! | can now really feel for Alexi's ex-wife. How much she might have loved him while he 


couldn't give back." 
"Yeah- we are deplorable. Were." 


"So now what? Is there someone... new in your life? Another Alex?" Hints of sarcasm colored her tone, also 


jealousy. 


| smirked. Quife close, | wanted to tell her, but | couldn't. "There's no one else. I'm grieving Alexi. | want to 


retreat from everything.” 

"I hate myself for not hating youl” she burst into a new bout of tears and | smiled ruefully at her. She was a 
lovely person and all | had done was to stomp on her heart in order to feel "normal". | pulled her in a final 
embrace, hugging my old, good friend, who had given me a perfect son. 

"You're right. | can't blame you. I'll do my best to be near you and our boy." 

"Oh, Janne.. Just.. Just go away!" 

And just like that, | signed the divorce papers. 
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Demon Number Three was waiting for me back in my "new" homeland. Alexi. Needless to say more about what 


confronting that demon entailed. The last two decades of my life had provided me with enough samples. | should 


have known better. 


Upon arrival in Athens, | drove directly to the hospital. | was kept updated by Papadopoulos and his team that 
Alexi wasn't in the best mental state. He was uncooperative and not so communicative, refusing to eat, which 


rendered the intervention of Anna - the shrink - compulsory. 


He had also been informed about the transplant project and.. it didn't sit well with him. When | arrived at the 
hospital, he was standing in front of the window of his single-bed room, gazing outside, thoughtful. | bet he 
pondered jumping out of it, creating a gory sight for the other patients. He heard my hurried footsteps and 
slowly turned to face me. 


"| hope the doctor is making up good bedtime stories," he welcomed me. His posture was cautious and reserved, 


arms tightly circling his waist - or, what was left of it, anyway, as he had lost more weight. 

"He is a doctor, not an author." 

"Then, forget about that absurd ideal | do NOT consent to that" 

"| don't think there's another option You must get the transplant. It was the first thing that had come to mind 
when | orchestrated all this - and I'm more than willing to do whatever is needed!" | walked in his direction and 
put my hands on his shoulders in an attempt at pulling him closer to me. Surprisingly, he didn't push me away. 
"And | would still do it for you, irrespective of whether you want me or not" 

"| can't accept it!" 

"You'll die!" 

"Its OK!" 

"No, it's not!" 


"Why not? People die, Janne!" 


"| can't live with the knowledge that you died because of your thick, proud head, when you had a chance," and | 


pulled him closer. 


| accepted to take part in your project, but this wasn't the development you wanted and | never thought it 
would come to this! Maybe I'm sick, but I'm not stupid. You can't save me, Janne. You can't correct the damage 
I've inflicted on myself. End of fucking story. You mustn't risk anything for me. You have... a child, y'know... who 
might need you. Alive." He hesitated while phrasing his last words, avoiding my persistent stare. 


| shook him to make him look at me. "You are staying alive. | have arranged things with Papadopoulos. We are 
leaving for Istanbul in a week, to start the pre-op testing within the clinic." 


"No! 


"Hush! Yes. Worst case scenario? You die. So, no worries! Nothing to lose. Oh.. and by the way, | got a divorce. | 


am officially free now. Thought you might find it useful” 


| didn't wait for his reaction, on the spur of the moment, | kissed him on the lips. 


Chapter 13: Butchered 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter attempts to depict a living-donor liver transplant surgery. It's not scientifically written, and since | 
am not a specialist in that field myself, it is advisable not to be taken too literally. | tried to keep it as vague 


yet accurate as possible, in order to avoid spreading misinformation and misquiding anyone who might read it. 


Notes: (*l) "You are awake?" (translation from Turkish) 
(#2) refers to the song "Watching Over Me" by Iced Earth 
(*3) refers to the song "Keep the Faith" by Bondovi 


(*4) "I love you" (translation from Finnish) 


Chapter 13: Butchered 


| opened my eyes to the aftertaste of Alexi's kiss and a cherished memory: the ring of his spontaneous, 
heartfelt laughter. Anything including a happy Alexi was heartwarming and welcome. We were back in the stingy 
tour bus, supposedly two decades before, and we had just kissed and pleasured each other with a mutual 
handjob - one of Alllu's innovative ideas that only shocked me to death. He was laughing at my embarrassment, 
too loudly for the others not to hear - and doing the simple math about our status. Back then | had tried to 
muffle his laughs with my dirty-with-his-cum palms, spreading his sticky essence all over his face. It had only 
made him giggle louder. A vicious cycle, to make him be quiet; he was genuinely happy, and | was being naive, 
trying to suppress him because true happiness cannot be contained. In my dream, | hadn't been the prudish 
jerk | was in reality at that age - and Alexi's overwhelming exuberance had flooded my senses and sweetly 


woke me up. 


| was alone - and alive. | suppose that was a good thing by itself, a positive sign. You know, another day to live 
and do stuff in this world | was experiencing the same contagious elation, as if | had been lying in the arms of 
an angel, engulfed in warmth and caressed with abundant affection. My body felt heavy, dismantled, and 
unabashedly lax, well, apart from that part that was struggling down there... "alone". The feeling of 
befuddlement and disorientation kept me from moaning with sexual contentment, nearly risking cumming in my 
pants - or whatever | had been wearing. Soon | realized that this would be impossible; a sting at my groin 
wouldn't allow my erection to expand unobstructed, not to mention managing to ejaculate. The pain killed all 
pleasurable sensation, dampening my upbeat mood. | blinked and tried to figure out my state of undress and 


where | was lying, but the drowsiness hindered me from lifting, or even tilting, my head. The only thing | could 


focus on was the ceiling; it had those distinct hospital lights that flooded the place in chilly, white brightness. 
The observation made my heart pump loudly in my chest, and the rising fear offered me a generous swivel in 
my guts. 


Yeah, hospital. 


Slowly, my senses transported me to the here-and-now. | flicked my fingers as a test, and identified all ten of 
them, then curled my toes, all ten of them, too, and tensed the muscles of my legs, even shifted each whole 
calf an inch - yeah, still attached to the rest of my body, in place. Nothing was missing, | could feel all my 
limbs, and what a welcome realization that was by itselfl Close to me were monitors and hospital equipment, 
oxygen tubes, IV lines, and patches attached to or stemming from my body, recording my vitals, | presumed. A 
thick set of curtains was drawn around the bed | was laid in, defining a designated compartment of the whole 
room intended exclusively for me, protecting me from prying eyes, providing me some sort of unrequested 
privacy thus secluding me from my wider surroundings. There was a gap on my right, where the two pieces 
of the thick fabric failed to meet, disclosing a sliver of the world beyond me: something resembling vitals’ 
machinery and a series of multi-functioning beds. | could hear the bleeping sounds of said machinery, various 
artificial tones mixed with sighs, and the fretting din of clogged footsteps. Reality pieced together itself 
gradually, yet very precisely, like a LEGO super-spacecraft. 


Of course! The toughest part of our expedition, the fiercest battle we were appointed to fight - the liver 


transplant from me to Alexi - had taken place. 


After some.. "democratic" talking and "wise" decision-making, Alexi and | had driven to that transplant clinic in 
Istanbul, escorted by a young Greek nurse trainee, Anthony - Papadopoulos’ suggestion - who would be 
assisting us with the paperwork and the post-op hospitalization He would ensure that we remained "intact", 
update Papadopoulos on our recovery, and possibly prolong his stay in our service, if necessary, for the month 
of rehabilitation we'd need to spend in Turkey. An Airbnb rented room would be waiting for us, close to the 
hospital; it was already arranged. 


Anthony's presence in the car was the only reason we'd had a safe and peaceful drive to Istanbul, so | had 
already felt sympathy for the guy. Not sure about Alexi, though, who was simmering silent and distant, on his 
own, throughout the whole trip, ready to erupt. Anthony was bombarding him with consecutive statements and 


questions regarding his medical issues, which only frustrated him further. 


‘Mr. Kontio, your blood sugar is elevated." 


‘Mr. Kontio, please, lie still so | can give you the shot." 


‘Mr. Kontio, you must eat your chicken now, its time!" 


‘Mr. Kontio, do you need help in the toilet?" 


| couldn't have empathized more with him, but Anthony's assistance was mandatory, and his annoying remarks 


mitigated our personal tension in a way. 


An acute pull in my abdomen and a burning sensation made me wince, probably grunt, because the ICU nurse 
on duty rushed to my aid immediately, drawing apart the two curtains. As if participating in some old- 
fashioned TV game show, | was at last entitled to see what was hiding behind my curtain! Automatically, | 
moved my eyes in search of Alexi. The two operations must have been performed simultaneously. Open me up, 
chop off the designed piece of my liver; suture the stump and my belly, open up Alexi; remove his old, 
malfunctioning organ, replace it with the precious, "infant" part from the donor - me - sophisticatedly adjusted 
in place; then stitch him closed and pray that everything had worked perfectly and that his body would accept 
the gift. That his body wouldn't be as stubborn as his head.. | smirked, but couldn't really feel amused - | was 


more agonized, for | couldn't perceive anyone or anything familiar around me. 


The beds in my vicinity were occupied by unrecognizable bodies, heaped and motionless, like me. Only the 
nurses of the ICU unit were rushing all over the place, like bees in a hive, despite being heavily masked and 


dressed in white biohazard uniforms. It made my heart throb again, and a new wave of pain washed over me. 
Where the fuck was he? 

The ICU unit was supposed to host a number of recovering patients. His case was indisputably critical, so he 
ought to be in there! Unless he wasn't a.. patient anymore. Maybe he had ended up in the morgue. Or even 


worse - in pieces, having his remaining healthy organs sold to the black market as transplants, to serve some 


endless list... Irrational assumptions were building up in my mind, driving me to insanity. 


| groaned with anguish at the shitty thoughts. The nurse appeared above me. "Uyandin mæl?" | thought she 


said to me - another unintelligible sound for my ears - so | frowned. 
"In English?" | was positively surprised that | had managed to form a coherent sentence in a foreign language. 
Most likely she smiled, at least thats what the rest of her demeanor indicated: small, upturning lines at the 


corners of her dark eyes insinuated a friendly approach and a pleased stance. "You are awake, Mr. Wirman?" 


she asked me in English, in a thick, Eastern accent. 
"| think so..." 
“That's great." 


"Where is Mikko?" | hurried to ask. 


‘Oh, Mr. Kontio is in another room," she replied, motioning her hand dismissively. 
"What room?" 


| guess my distress was evident so she patted my shoulder, pinning me to the mattress in a reassuring mode. 
"Don't stress yourself, please. Everything is going fine, according to plan You must relax. We don't want those 
stitches to open, do we?" 

"Where is he?" | insisted 

"Recuperating. The doctor will be here soon" 

And with these ambiguities, she left me to my thoughts, my far-fetched assumptions, and extreme fears. 
Could Alexi have possibly succumbed? Don't people usually say such stupidities - "he's sick, he's somewhere 
else, recuperating’ - when they don't want to upset someone with a serious revelation? Gaining time, that's 
what they were doing. | closed my eyes to the prospect of Alexis death and tried to follow the nurse's advice. 
Miraculously, it worked, as the heavy sedatives from the operation hadn't completely worn off yet. | immersed 


in a hazy phase and surrendered to drowsiness. 


A feminine, thin voice singing a familiar song snatched me out of my slumber. "/ feel it once again - it's 
overwhelming me - His spirits like the wind - The angel guarding me - Oh know, oh | know - He's watching over 


me.."* she sang. Greenie, Alexi's fictitious "guardian" was serenading me with an Iced Earth ballad. What a 


tasteful way to regain consciousness! 

"You again?" | think | muttered alone, lost somewhere in the space-time continuum. 

"Well done, baby! Im proud of yout 

"Where is he?" 

"Hes watching over me..*2" she sang again instead of a proper reply. 

"Stop fucking with me! | need to know!" 

"Dont panic, Janne. They are taking good care of him. Im watching over him - wow, this song is so catchy! 
"How is this... comforting?" 


"You gotta keep the faith”?! 


"You fucking poser!" | pressed on and forced my eyes open to the cold hospital lights of the ICU room. | would 
swear that | could see a wake of green glitter shifting in the air, but | was on my own - she was nowhere to 


be seen, of course - and no one would believe me. Another hallucination, a side effect of the heavy medication 


Contrary to the hallucination, the doctor and the nurse that appeared over my head were very real. They 


greeted me and tried to tranquilize me. "Mr. Wirman, you've been dreaming. It's alright, you're safe now...” 
"Where is my friend?" | pleaded for an answer and they exchanged silent looks, which | found suspicious. 


"He is in another department; he is the recipient of the transplant. His case was more complex than yours. Our 
team is constantly monitoring him. You don't have to worry. The operation was successful thus far. How are 
you feeling?" The doctor changed the subject and put a firm hand on my abdomen, eliciting sickening pain at 
the presumed site of the operation 


"Scared and worried.. Distressed.. In pain.. Damn, this hurts." 


"IFs absolutely normal. I'll have to check you now, so try to stay still." the doctor informed me and a nurse 


pulled up the blanket that was covering my body. | lost all visual contact with them - and my body. 


"Is he alive?" | approached the burning issue that concerned me differently this time, unable to hold back my 
agony. 


The doctor turned back to me, probably wondering at my deviant obsession "Yes, he is alive." 


At his confirmation, | let up and yielded to the relief that came with the knowledge. | didn’t interrupt them 
again, although the examination caused me more pain when the doctor pressed me at the incision site. | didn't 


dare try to glimpse it. Better not to know. | was scared of what | would see! 


JOE OOO JOR 

Five days and still | wasn’t allowed to see Alexi. They said that any kind of emotional stress aroused by any 
sort of contact would be detrimental for both patients, but | didn't buy that crap. | thought that they were 
just hiding the truth from me. That he had in fact died in the process and they were only waiting for me to 
regain my strength, recuperate before they announced the sad news. 


My Greek guardian didn't provide any new information. 


"Have you seen him?" | asked Anthony. He was visiting me during the half-hour window they would permit 


visitors, but remained carefully frugal with his words and his youthful face was ridiculously solemn. 
"Yes, Mr. Wirman" 


"Really? You've seen him? When?" 


"I checked on him yesterday evening.’ 
"Why don't they allow me to see him?" 


He gave me a smile of understanding, the way parents treat their persistent toddlers. "He is unconscious, and 


you still need to remain in the ICU. You can't just move around, Mr. Wirman, you are a patient." 


"I think you're lying. | feel that something bad has taken place and you're hiding it from me," | sniffled, not 


caring to conceal my vulnerability. 


Anthony patted my hand. "Mr. Wirman, | wouldn't lie to you. My job here is to help both of you and to ensure 
that all the proper procedures have been followed. | am referring to Dr. Papadopoulos daily on your progress. 
Mr. Kontio's condition is rather critical; he is giving a fight, this is a fact, so he needs constant attention and 


isolation" 


| started to cry, huffing and sobbing uncontrollably, and Anthony leant closer to me, to soothe me because | 
wasn't allowed to gasp and sob, in my condition. Too risky for my body. Damn those stitches and those wires, 
and the medical procedures and hygiene protocols. | was desperate, which was apparently something it was 


utterly prohibited to be! 
"Oh, Mr. Wirmon, try to relax. Don't stress yourself!" 


"Stop this fucking Mr. Wirman Mr. Wirman Damn, just fucking call me Janne! Plain, fucking JANNE," | shouted 


and he widened his eyes, stunned at my outburst. 
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Spending so many hours on my own in the intensive care unit, | had abundant time on my hands to 
contemplate. And muse over the events of the last year, wallow in my self-criticism and panic over the way 


things had played out. 


| hadn't properly said "goodbye" to Alexi before we prepared for the operation and the realization haunted me. | 
had been so positively predisposed that | didn't want to jinx the whole procedure with premature farewells. 
Saying goodbye sounded too permanent and fatalistic. | had associated it with separation and death, none of 
which were welcome at that point. My holes were pinned on the moment we would wake up next to each other 


in the recovery room and exchange a stare of triumph. Beating Death, yeah, like modern Jesus Christs. 


How naive | had been - and now this! Too late for farewells, my last chance gone to waste due to my 
obstinacy. My agony was crushing me. | was burdened with remorse - remorse for dismissing his fragile 
mental state when | was pulling him literally by the hand and shoving him into my car to drive to Istanbul. 


Remorse for not holding him in my arms and burying him in reassuring kisses before the surgery, despite the 


unnerving, omnipresent Anthony around us. I'd left all the affection and love for "later", after the operation, 


most likely when we would be alone, ignoring the possibility of never getting that opportunity afterwards... 


Every time | had looked at Alexi during the past week, his eyes had been speaking for himself - eyes begging 
for mercy, bulging with fear and pain. He had been unwilling to follow my ultimate plans, yet too weak to put 
up a fight. Was it a last-minute surge of trust towards me that made him shut up and comply? Lack of 
alternatives? Was it fear for disappointing me? Fear of dying alone? | didn't want to know. | couldn't bear to ask 
him and get an answer brimming with insecurity and doubt, yet served in rage. It would break me down, 
obliterate my determination, and then we would end up mourning for each other. No. There had been no reason 
for postponing things, no reason for not succeeding in this. He had no other option I'd trusted that we would be 
talking after the operation.. We'd be kissing when we'd be back to our home. We would be.. We would. Could we? 
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On day number seven, | was transferred to a conventional room, having escaped the danger, and was asked to 
stand up and walk. The medical lines and catheters were removed from my body and | was informed that | 
would be allowed a light meal - some sort of boiled macaroni soup, or chicken broth. The nurses brought me a 
big amount of pills, to help with my recovery, support my organ during the regenerating process of my 
remaining liver. | had never been prescribed so many medications before; it scared me. Only senior citizens 
have to take so many pills, not me! | could accept it for Alexi, who was a chronic patient and perpetually feeble 


- but not for myself! It made me appear more vulnerable and weak. 


| also dared to look at my reflection in the mirror from the waist up, and inspect the surgical scar. It was the 
only thing | was allowed to see anyway, still not being allowed to visit Alexi. | wondered where that fucking 


super extra intensive care room was located; in the basement, next to the dissection table? Where? 


The spectacle was heart-wrenching, if not nightmarish. | gasped with dread over what would stamp me 
forever. A long railway of black, rough stitches adorned my front. It started at the lower part of my sternum 
bone and crawled downwards over my belly button, then bent almost ninety degrees to my right. It was grim, 
it was abominable! Literally butchered during those high-risk and delicate procedures; all that skill and aptitude 
at intricate surgeries gone in vain, when stitching back the body of the donor, as though | was considered 
already expended, used, not to say useless Jesus fucking Christ - or Allah here in Turkey, where Jesus had no 
place! If it wasn't for Anthony at my side, | would have collapsed to the floor. 


He asked me, "Haven't you been shown a hepatectomy incision before, Janne?" mostly to explain the un-seeable 


sight. 
"|... | didn't realize it would be so gross..." 


"It will heal eventually, but will leave a permanent mark. A reminder of your generous donation and surviving 


the difficult procedure," he made an effort at sounding supportive and | couldn't agree more with him. 


| wanted to add, a reminder of our mistakes and the cost of our stupidities of the past. A huge bill to be paid, 
not only measured in money. A reminder of how close the Reaper approached us, to leave a scar with his 


scythe, so deep. 


"If this is my wound, then | wonder how horribly butchered Mikko will be.." | murmured, compelled, tears 


already accumulating in my eyes. 


"Well, it wasn't a cosmetic surgery, for sure. It was a matter of life and death at any cost. That's how you 
should view it. So far, you have been winning the battle. When Mr. Kontio shows signs of stability and the 
doctors can affirm that he hasn't rejected the transplant, then he will be showing off his respective badge of 
honor, from the battle." 


| scoffed at the term - "badge of honor". A self-inflicted situation is nothing to feel proud of. Stupid, stupid 


youths we had been. And even more stupid adults. 
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With the help of Anthony, | finally was given permission to walk the "green mile" to Alexi's "cell". The doctors 
had informed us that his condition was stable at last and that his body seemed to be accepting the foreign 
part with the help of strong anti-rejection medication. Thus, they were positive it would cause no harm to 
wake him from the induced coma. In fact, he had already come to his senses when | managed to reach his ICU 
room. | was obliged to wear a biohazard suit myself for protection before being escorted in by the nurses. 
Those medications were designed to suppress his immune system, so he was extremely vulnerable to the 


tiniest microbe. Add the diabetes factor to the equation. 


He looked unrecognizable. Gaunt and pallid, shrunken even more than before. His longish hair was drawn back 
and held in a medical cap, which highlighted his prominent cheekbones and long face, so hollow and bare and 
terrifying. | could hardly believe that this was a living human being and not an ancient, parched relic, recently 
discovered by archaeologists and put on the examination table for restoration, before exhibition He seemed 
numbed and confused, immobilized on the bed, connected to numerous monitors and lines. The unbidden image 
of Iron Maiden's cover of Life After Death was brought to mind, depicting Eddie, the mascot of Iron Maiden, 
getting out of a grave, coming back from the dead. | wanted to break down and cry, never expecting that this 
would be the price to save him - if the whole operation could be considered successful. | felt immensely sorry, 


which displayed on my face. Anthony tugged my arm gently to bring me around. 


"Hey, Jannel If it is too much for you, better to return to your room. H's no good for Mikko to see you so 
appalled and disappointed," the younger man admonished me and | shook my head. 


No. | had to confront him. | had to deal with my responsibilities. He was there becouse of me. | couldn't just.. 
run away - ‘like you always did, your specialty!" His words echoed in my mind forebodingly. | "corrected" my 
expression, from terror to forced mirth, because hey, after all, he was alive! What did | expect? To see my 
beautiful twenty-five-year-old Allu blooming into life, skin a healthy tone of pink, opening his mouth sensually, 
overwhelmed by lust? Stupid, retarded me.. Like | looked any better! 


"No, let's go!" 
"Are you ready?" Anthony hesitated. 


"Yes. He is alive. Ain't that great by itself?" | said and honestly, felt a wave of optimism wash through my 


chest. My smile became genuine. A living Alexi could likely be restored! That was something we could work onl 


Right at that moment, Alexi turned his head slowly in my direction and his penetrating eyes bored into mire. | 
shivered but gave priority to positivity, lowering my mask, so that he could see me smiling at him. 


He did - and his drawn lips twitched in a subtle curvy line, resembling his grin. | mouthed "Mind rakastan 
ginud'** and his smile took a more defined, undeniable shape before he closed his eyes again. | thought | 


discerned moisture under his eyelids. He had become emotional - or the air-conditioning wasn't functioning 


properly. 


Chapter 14: Allowed to dream. 


Author's Notes: 

| took my sweet time, no? Here are the notes for this chapter: 
#*| refers to the same-titled CoB album 

*2 refers to the song "Taste of my Scythe" by Cob 


*3 "beautiful" ( in Finnish) 
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Chapter 14: Allowed to dream. 


It took me about three weeks to be considered "cured", my liver having regained its original, normal size and 
its function restored. The acute pain had dissipated leaving behind an eerie nagging sensation on the skin around 
the incision It was as if | had lost feeling, and this region felt numbed, necrotized. "That's what a C-section 


feels like.. permanently!" a nurse who was helping me remarked poignantly - but it only made me feel worse. 


The doctors gave me the green light to go back to my life, satisfied with my post-op performance. Therefore, 
| was discharged from the clinic, with a few prescriptions and a check-up appointment already set in a month. 
They said that no apparent danger was threatening my life, unless | overindulged in drugs, alcohol, and high- 
cholesterol junk-food and took on too much hard exercising, as if | was preparing for the (para)Olympics. | 
smirked at the picture all these propositions portrayed; so far from what my life looked like now. | wasn't a 
wired-up teenager - never had been, except for the thoughtless booze-indulging phase with the band - so my 


profile promised an uneventful recuperation 


The visual part of my recovery remained unmanageable for me, but | wasn't obliged to inspect my body 
closely all the time - and Anthony was there to help me adjust. He showed me how to treat the wound, 
managed my medications and assisted me moving into the little rental flat close to the clinic while waiting for 


Alexi to recuperate. 


"Its not as abominable as you present it, Janne. Sooner or later, though, you will have to deal with reality and 
accept things as they are,’ Anthony prudently reminded me, while cleaning the scab with some iodine-based 
antiseptic. His movements were adept and light, like a painter coloring his canvas in bronze-red colors. He gave 
me the impression that he was treating something minor, a scratch on the knee of a kid. "Does it hurt you 


when | press here?" he asked me, seeing me wincing - yeah, like said kid. 


"Nah... It's ok.. Just.. Nothing. Stupid thoughts," | reassured him and he smiled at me, assuming my concerns. 


"Honestly, you must be proud of your generosity. This was a brave thing to do, risking your life for your.. 
friend" 


| scoffed at his discretion "My... friend Huh!" 
"OK, | know he's more than a friend to you. |... I've understood your special bond” 


‘Our bond.. Or what's left of it, you mean. Does it.. put you off? Gross you out? You're avoiding even calling it 


what it is..." 


"No, of course not. Just being discreet. | don't judge people," he went on applying some healing ointment, before 
covering my abdomen with a huge adhesive gauze patch. "| admire your selfless devotion | guess true love is 


the only motive. Mr. Kontio is very lucky to have you." 


His words made me huff again. "I wish that were true. Truth is that | suck. I've made huge mistakes... | wish 


that I'd been there for him earlier, that we hadn't ended up... here." 


‘OK - but you did, eventually, and this is great. Besides, it wasn't your job to pander to him. Mr. Kontio isn't 
your son. It takes a lot of time and effort to reach the degree of multiple organ failure that Mr. Kontio 
suffered, which is due to his negligence. I've been taught a few things at school and seen my share of extreme 


cases. Mr. Kontio's no exception. Ready." He tapped my abdomen and drew my T-shirt down over the gauze. 


"Yeah.. We were careless youths, you could say. Relentless, reckless forever *!," | mused. "We've done so many 
stupid things. Gosh.. | should have known better. He's always been fragile, you know. And | failed him, when | 
shouldn't. Part of what's happening to him is my wrong-doing. | guess he hates me now." | confessed; this 
young nurse-trainee elicited my trust and damn, how much | craved human contact, which wasn't restricted 


to medical terms or incessant ranting. 
"He doesn't hate you." 
"How do you know?" 


"Ive seen how he looks at you when you visit him, or when | mention your name. His heartbeat raises, the 
monitors go crazy. It's kind of sweet. He can't show you, but | can tell when true love is involved. That's why | 


respect you as a couple, even if I'm not so familiar with that kind of.. relationships." 


| wanted to tell him that fear and panic can also make one's heartbeat skyrocket, but decided otherwise. His 
words put a smile on my face. Never thought that Alexi and | would be a respectable couple, after all that 
shit. | wished his words about Alexi were true. | needed them to be true. "Thank you," | said, and held his hands 


in mine, gratetul. 


As much as he revived my hopes, Anthony didn't manage to get me to overcome my aversion for my post- 


surgical appearance. | opted to spend as little time as possible in front of the mirror, and wait for the sparse 


hairs on my chest and belly to grow back and somehow conceal the serpent-like engraving. 


My main concern was Alexi. Eventually, | would regain my strength and get back on my feet again, like before, 

scar or no scar. Alexi was a ticking bomb, needing to be tackled with abundant care and precise procedures, like 
a fragile porcelain doll. At times, it was frustrating and heartbreaking to watch his daily struggle to hold on to 

that flimsy grip on life he'd been unexpectedly granted. 


His recovery took longer than mine with a few setbacks. | had already been discharged from hospital before he 
was even transferred to a simple high-care room. And then, due to complications - excessive bleeding, a very 
common side-effect of transplants, as all doctors involved assured me - he had to be put back into the ICU 
for a few more days. He was given a blood transfusion, until the bleeding had stopped and his condition 


stabilized, before he returned to his standard room. 


During that phase, | wondered whether Life herself had decided to abandon him so prematurely from the 
beginning, and we were just fighting against the natural course of things. Maybe Alexi wasn't ever designed to 
outlive 40 years of age - and we were committing hubris technically in preserving him. His body was barely 
able to function on its own, and all we had been doing was torturing the expended husk beyond its limits. That 


was definitely hubris. 


"| hurt!" were Alexi's only words, in all their synonyms, tenses and tonal variations, verging from depressive 


black to furious death metal - his specialty. 


| thought | was listening to some unreleased CoB vocal recordings, conveying our singer's permanent moods; 
recordings | had no idea that existed, yet they felt familiar. They were characteristic of the themes CoB had 
always sung about, deriving straight from Alexis wretched psyche. Everything revolved around pain and death 
and self-deprecation. At least now, he had a tangible reason to feel this way and justify all the blackness. 


Alexi was in agony the entire time, either while he was conscious or insensate. He was struggling to stay alive 
- but Life wasn't being gentle with him. Testing his will, Life was avenging on the audacious little man who had 
challenged her so unabashedly during his prime. Life was showing her claws to make him appreciate everything 
he used to disdain and desecrate so dramatically. "You did everything to destroy yourself in an impressive cry- 
for-attention spree. You mocked me and never fook seriously all the alarm-bells the body | granted you, 
manifested, but kept on harming if, thoughtlessly. You enraged your friends and estranged the people who loved 
you, you cocky, stubborn prick! And now what? You try to.. escape your fate? For real? Come taste my 

scythe x? little one!" \t was as if Alexi had barely been persuaded to board the last train, only to discover 
that it's a horrendous rollercoaster after all. What a hoax. If only he didn't give up! 


"Janne. Stop stressing yourself. Why are you crying now?" Anthony asked me, hyper-vigilant to my mood 
shifts after visiting Alexi in his room. It hadn't been an easy visit, and Alexi wasn't particularly apprehensive. 


He had barely recognized me, lost in a medically-assisted haze. 


| was wondering whether we, human beings, have an expiration date.. and by trying to prolong someone's time 
artificially, like we do for Mikko.. we might be causing glitches in the cosmic balance. We torment those 


ravaged souls.. not allowing them to rest in peace, you know," | reflected, upset. 

"Expiration dates are human-devised notions, Janne. Hmmm... Just like artificially prolonging one's lifespan might 
be. But we don't live in the Dark Ages. We don't rely upon fate - we define our own fate. Stop bothering with 
such... theological worries." 


"Theological worries? You Greeks - all you do is attribute everything to your Christian God. Fuck it, | say...” 


"| don't ascribe to any God. | believe in Science and human abilities. It's you, who agonizes whether some 


superior cosmic power gets enraged, by fixing Mr. Kontio." 

"| don't believe in Gods or devils!" | interjected. 

Anthony smirked. "Then, regard it as simply.. using our resources. Mr. Kontio is like a car that's broken down 
and needs some spare parts to be fixed. That's the power human beings were given by God, if you will. Thus, 
we are following Ais plan" 

"Damn, you speak so wisely for your age.." | was impressed. 

Even when Anthony's employment with us was over, after a couple of weeks and he'd had to return to 
Athens, his words reverberated in my head and provided me with confidence, helped me be patient and 


grateful for the chance we were given. 
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"You're still here," Alexi observed, waking up to see me combing his hair out of his haggard face. He seemed to 


be.. himself, despite the heavy medication. "You've not abandoned hope, Janne, have you..2" 


"Never, kaunis* That's out of the question" 


He huffed at my compliment, but stayed still. He didn't want to admit he rejoiced in my caresses, but his 


relaxed face said so. "How many things am | attached to? | need to pee...” 
"Well, not too many. It wouldn't be advisable to stand up, though. Just... let it go - relieve yourself” 


"Dude, you're gross! | haven't wet my bed since | was a kid," he managed a sample of his dark humor, even in 


a weak voice. 
"They will take care of it, Allu, don't sweat it. Do you want me to call a beautiful nurse to bring you a potty?" 
| joked and he flipped me off with his emaciated middle finger, barely wiggling from his side. That was enough 


exercise for him. 


"| don't want people to get scared, you know...” 


"Stop degrading yourself. Sure they've seen worse. You're not scaring anyone," | granted him a warm glance 
having just finished my task. "You look better. Your hair's grown beautifully, you know," and | ran my fingertips 
on his silky strands, moving downwards, to brush his cheekbone. 

"Shave it off" 

"No. But once you're released from here, you can do whatever you want-" 

"-Can |? Seriously?" he snorted. 

His words tied a knot in my guts; of course, he couldn't. His rights as a human being had been authoritatively 


revoked by me. It stung my heart - but | had done it and that couldn't change for all the remorse in the 


world. "| meant, with your hair," | corrected in a hushed voice. 


"Ah... Thought so," he said, dispirited, and shifted his stare away, outside the window. | thought | discerned the 


gleam of moisture in his eyes. And tension. "Where the fuck are we?" 


"Still at the transplant clinic in Istanbul. But you're in a regular room now. The lines and catheters have been 


removed to avoid any infection," | felt obligated to inform him. 

"What month is it?" Again, random questions to give him time to appease himself. 
"September." 

"Jesus... | have completely lost episodes, haven't 1? Has World War Ill happened or what?" 


"No, just the COVID-frenzy.. Its coming back, now that autumn is setting in. You're expected to feel baffled. 
But you're doing fine. Honestly. You'll be out of the hospital in a week." 


| looked at the relic on the hospital bed dubiously, trying to picture him doing daily chores like eating, walking, 
cleaning, washing the dishes and playing the guitar. Was that even possible? He was so small and fragile, how 
could he cope with all of that? It seemed so unlikely. | felt bad for exaggerating, being overly encouraging. 
"And then what?" Alexi had other concerns. 


"Then... We'll be going back to Athens." 


"Athens. | see.." He paused for a while, contemplating god knows what. "And then what?" he repeated the same 


question in a subdued voice now, probably afraid of the answer. 


"Then we'll see." | hated that | couldn't be more specific. Was there any real plan apart from staying alive, at 
least for the following six months, and hiding like thieves in Greece for - honestly, for how long? And then 


what, may | ask myself. Alexi sensed my innuendo and stopped pressing me. 

"Where's the boy?" He changed the subject after a much-needed pause. 

"The boy?" 

"Yeah, the nurse-kid who came along with us." 

"You mean Anthony? He's back in Athens. Don't you remember - he came to say goodbye to you a week ago. 
His assignment was over. Took care of the paperwork, managed the payments, and ensured we were treated 
properly - you know, no body parts missing, no illegal sterilization," | tried to be funny and he smirked. 

"You trusted him?" 

"Yes, | did" 

"He was obnoxious." 

| sneered, amused. "Like you are not!" 

"Yeah, but still. | am old and sick, it's justified; he's young and fresh." 


"Oh, so you /ked him!" | teased him and he narrowed his eyes. 


"Not the way you mean it, you fucktard! | was just saying that he's too young to be so lackluster and 
irritating and pissing off sick people with his childlike questions!" 


"He was doing his job, minding that you didn't die of hypoglycemia, or you didn't shit your pants while | was 
driving! Not to mention that he was the reason we didn't kill each other on our way here. He was useful, you 
can't deny it," | suggested and we paused. Alexi scowled, thus foreshadowing the casual yet spiky atmosphere, 
and swallowed dryly. My words had upset him, it appeared. "He was doing his job. He was very good at it," | 
added awkwardly, mostly to breach the thick and heavy silence. 


"Yes... His job," Alexi commented. "Taking care of a helpless, hopeless old fuck, who shits and pees himself and 
has to be fed like a baby and given his insulin shots because he can't do it alone. Fuck! What a disgrace!" 


| put my hand on his and pressed it affectionately. 
"Hey! Its over now! That was something temporary.” 


"Oh, but still humiliating beyond death.." he faltered, a few tears streaming out of his eyes. "Fuck!" he tried to 
pat his tears dry with shaky hands and | gripped him once again. 


"Baby! You're going to be better from now on. That's why Anthony left. We don't need him. You don't need him! 


You hear me?" 


He obstinately avoided looking at me, so | put my hand on his chin and made him turn around and see me. 


"You're not that helpless old grump anymore, Allu! You're still a grump, but.. you know, you're getting better." 


"Yeah, sure thing.." He disparaged me with resignation and | planted a kiss on his forehead. I'd have kissed his 
mouth if | wasn't worried that he would get infected - or shove me away. His anger for me hadn't subsided, it 
was a recurring thing, just like the tidal waves that usurped the shore and then receded deep into the ocean.. 


Only to come back more furious. 
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Alexi was sitting by the window, gazing at the Turkish autumn scenery, tinted in hues of ochre, grey and olive 
green. The colors were vibrant and mirrored into his bare eyes - now, two greenish fathomless pastures. | had 
always gotten lost in his eyes, the way their color changed according to his feelings and surroundings, but 
always remaining light, translucent, like his soul. His pale complexion contrasted with the garden in the 
background. The lingering light of the evening was sluggishly drawn over the hollows of his face and his blond 
hair made him appear almost ethereal: a bereaving angel extracted from a chapel of a cathedral. | halted at 
the threshold just to gaze at him, bewitched. He was crying silently, stifling his sobs, but the quivering of his 
lips betrayed his sorrow. An imam was chanting from the nearest mosque filling the air with a mystifying 
drone, but it didn't even catch my wretched angel's attention, Alexi was watching life with tearful eyes, from 
behind the walls of his glass bowl, like a tropical goldfish. Unfortunately, his memory wasn't that of a goldfish 
- and that was his torment. He seemed to remember the past and regurgitate his anger and sorrow, unlike a 


goldfish 
"Hey, baby" My voice startled him. He jolted at my intrusion and hurried to dab his wet eyes. 

"| know, | know." he excused himself, "But.. | cant control it.. thinking of.. damn!" He gesticulated, exasperated 
"Do you hurt?" 

"Are you a dork?" 

"Why-you seem.. 


"That's not the point, Janne. It's more like.." He halted - too difficult for him to suddenly open up to a dork like 
me. Which he eventually did, as there was no other way around it. "I miss my mom. | know it's lame, but | was 
wondering how she is doing and if-" A sudden sob forced him to stop again, accompanied by more tears. 
Instinctively, | hugged him and stroked his back, hoping to alleviate his pain He stiffened as if my touch burnt 
him, driving me to pull back, unable to control my own bitterness. What | had caused him had obviously made 
him shrink away from me. Alexi was muttering, "I will never see them again. | will never be able to talk to her. 


God, why now.. Why does this have to hurt so much now? Fucking hell.” 


"| don't know what to say.." | whispered, embarrassed, defeated, 


"You know, it's your fault. You took them all away from me! Are you happy now? Satisfied?" he erupted 
suddenly, despite his weakness, giving in to rage. | lowered my head. "You killed everything that was me - and 
at the same time, you gave me life.. Damn, dude! This is so fucking frustrating. | can't decide what to feel! Still 
after all this.. you know, here.. The shit you've done.. Still, | can't blame you! | can't hate you - and | hate 
myself for that!" 


| had heard those same words before, quite recently, actually. My ex-wife had said the same thing to me. 
Strange, how psychology worked. If only | hadn't inflicted all that pain on them. | never wished any harm to 
anyone, Alexi in particular, but my actions refuted my intentions. "You.. You have every right to hate me," | 


gave up. 
"Fuck you! How dare you speak? Are you mocking me?" 


"No, Allu. I'm not mocking you. | wish | could make you love me and understand me - but you are right. I've 
fucked everything up and in my attempt to... salvage anything, I've caused you more pain. | don't know if | can 


even fix things anymore..." 


"Can you, at least, call her? My mom.. To see if she's alright - and put it on speaker so that | can listen? | 


promise, | won't utter a word! | won't betray youl Please, Janne..2" 


| swallowed hard, trying to keep my composure. It hurt to see the Wildchild so broken and desperate, begging 


for a demeaning compromise instead of wreaking havoc. "Is it only your mom, you wanna hear?" 
"l-I guess..." 


"Once we're in Athens, I'll do it. | promise,’ | concluded, putting my arms back tightly around hin, pulling him 
into the hug he missed so much. He didn't resist, but snuggled like a scared child who needed their mother's 


safety. 
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"Mr. Kontio, your latest scan shows signs of improvement, and | am confident to allow you to return to your 
home. Dr. Geroge Papadopoulos is going to take over from now on, as arranged,” our surgeon in the Istanbul 
clinic declared with a triumphant smile on his face, as he talked to us the day of Alexi's release. "I'd like to 
explain the details before you go, so that you understand the magnitude of our accomplishment," he went on 
and opened a file on his computer screen, depicting a 3-D model of Alexi's presumable intestines. "This model 
shows your abdominal condition, Mr. Kontio, the day you arrived here, and how your liver had failed to 
correspond. We removed it and replaced it with the segment from Mr. Wirman's left lobe. We adjusted it to 
your central vein and with the help of advanced 3-D depictions, we remodeled the ducts and smaller vessels. 


This guaranteed a 100% accuracy of installment," the doctor went on, presenting another model, that of my 


liver. "The extract from Mr. Wirman's organ was designed precisely to fit your needs, based on your height, 
weight and unique anatomy. The human liver has the ability to regenerate itself, reaching the correct size 
rather quickly, to serve its host. It takes three weeks for the donor to regain full capacity - and a little bit 
longer for the recipient." Alexi was gazing, awed, at the graphs and the words of the doctor. "However, the 
body tends to reject foreign objects from its system. To prevent this, anti-thrombosis and immunosuppressant 
medication has been administered to you. You must continue taking them for another four months at least and 
have your condition reevaluated. So far, and exempting the bleeding which was more or less expected, | have 
been impressed by how receptive your body has been and despite the possibility of mortality which is higher 
during the first year, post-surgically, | have no objections to your returning to your home if you follow all the 


medical instructions. | wish you a safe journey back to your country.” 
Our country. 
We exchanged meaningful stares at the mention of our country: 


The doctors’ instruction lists were longer and more intricate than before. In fact, it made the previous medical 
emergency look like a rehearsal for the real deal. Too many pills to be organized by day, time and dosage, too 
many self-testing kits to calculate the appropriate quantity of various substances he was dependent upon - 
huh, like an addict, quite a familiar situation for him, no? The inevitable insulin injections | was assigned to give 
him. Then it was the hygiene matter. Alexis living space should be disinfected on a daily basis! Not to mention 
the very strict diet. His life seemed to come out of a prescription brochure, or a computer-programming 


algorithm comprising infinite mathematical equations! How handy that | was good at math.. 


Making fun of myself, | could say that | was given a chance to become a very specialized caregiver, apart 
from a cook and a cleaning lady. Add some extra qualifications to my CV, in case | urgently needed that extra 
income to chip in the endless expenses. It wouldn't be a lie, as my money was running low.. But that wasn't an 


issue | allowed myself to linger upon, or even share with Alexi. It was my responsibility - my business. 


Two months had passed after the actual operation, and he had just started taking his first steps outside the 
hospital, like a toddler, trying to regain his range of action. | was holding him by the arm patiently so that he 
could lean on me every time the mere activity strained him. My maneuvers had to be smooth and tentative, 
for fear | accidentally snapped his bone. Alexi had reached bottom - he weighed nothing, thus it was 


mandatory he worked his muscles a little bit, even if he grumbled and whined all the time. 


"How is this supposed to be better than before?" he expressed his despair, staring at his reflection in the 


mirror. "I look like a creature out of a horror movie. Still can't stomach the sight - and the sensation 
"You've always been.. thin But you are doing fine. The doctors said so. Soon you'll be feeling better, | promise-" 


"-| am an abomination. l'm scared to even look at myself - and THS horrible Frankenstein... embroidery! Jesus 


fucking Christ!" 


His scar was stretching more aggressively than mine, on his pale, narrow torso, maiming his otherwise soft 
skin with crudity. The effect was dramatic, but | somehow found it appealing, attractive. It conveyed frailty, 
which asked for my care. | was more than eager to offer him my.. everything Hadn't | become affiliated with 
my own disparaging image, | wouldn't be able to even touch the vulgar remainder of the Reaper's touch. Yet, 
there | was, softly rubbing the spot with Betadine soap as | had seated him in the shower to give him a wash. 
Which he accepted. 


‘No, you're beautiful," | stated 
"You're seriously blind, Janne... Check it, in case you need a retina transplant!" 

"Ah, and | was wondering where all that acid had gone... Glad to have you back, baby." 
'Umf-baby.. Fucking grandpa you mean.. Do | look like a baby to you?" 


‘Seriously? | mean.." and | rolled my eyes meaningfully at his helplessness that could only be compared to that 


of a baby. 


He huffed, disgruntled, and | concentrated on my duty, inspecting his body for visual defects on his skin while 


making some foam and rubbing him clean. 

"I look like shit. How can you even touch me.." he wondered with a broken voice. 

"You're always beautiful, Allu - and now, alive, too. You'll always be my Allu - this can't change." My hand 
lingered on his cheek and | was immersed in his penetrating blue stare. He bore an indecipherable expression, 
too many questions and mixed feelings. He was fighting his anger for me, but then, there was something else. 
Tension was building up between us; | could perceive him exploring me with his eyes unabashedly, as | was 
standing in front of him, fully dressed and getting wet in the shower. 

"Janne..." he murmured. 

"Tell me." 

"You've been seeing me like this, in my most horrible moments." | could already feel my heart beating fast in 
my chest with vain anticipation, but Alexi always found a way to surprise me. "Show me your scar," he 
demanded and | gaped. 


"Another time... I'll show you when" but he cut me short. 


"-Ht can't be that difficult, just lift that fucking shirt, will you?" He didn't wait for my consent, only pulled up 


my T-shirt to unveil my personal drama. 


He froze, shocked at its grim majesty, and then looked up to my eyes, searching for words that seemed 
impossible to fit the occasion Terror and guilt clouded his face, and without further discussion, but with much 


understanding, he let the fabric drop back to cover the monstrosity. He had taken what he'd asked for. 
"That's... That's unfair, you know. You shouldn't... Oh, fucking Janne.. This shouldn't have happened to you!" 

"l-I signed up for this. It didn't just happen to me." 

| closed my eyes and didn't speak another word - and neither did he - until it was time to ask him to lean back 


so that | could rinse his hair. It had grown long again, reaching just a tad below his shoulders, that graceless, 


girly length. Either grow it, or chop it off. 


Chapter 15: View on the Blue 


Author's Notes: 

Again, in this chapter, there is a reference to another, old story of mine, which was one of the reasons | 
sent/ostracised the guys to Greece. l'm not aware if they ever spent any holiday there in real life, but it was 
a premise of that other story of mine ('/ thought we'd be alone’). | hope whoever reads this enjoys it! 


Chapter I5 - View on the Blue 


Autumn in Athens was gloomy and different than what | had imagined Greece to be. The proximity to the sea, 
as seen from our veranda, enhanced things a bit, but didn't change the fact that we were confined in a cement 
cell in a multi-story building in a densely populated urban district. Very far from the exotic paradise with long 
sandy beaches, crystal blue waters, and the spirit of eternal leisure | had in mind.. Call me stupid, because | 
knew damn well where the country lay on the map. It wasn't in the tropical zone, it was just a fucking 
European country with a milder climate in comparison to Finland. Yet, | couldn't detach my mind from my 
expectations. The memory of the island on which Alexi and | had spent our holiday so many years before 
warmed my heart - and my cold Finnish arse. It provided me with a feasible concept upon which to ruminate, a 
place where | could envision myself living with Alexi, if he got clear of the danger of death and the doctors 


relented in the consecutive check-ups. 


Till that moment, though, all we were allowed to enjoy was that small rental apartment in the concrete city. 
There wasn't any park nearby and the many floors above our heads made me nervous. At least the proximity 
to the sea was kind of redeeming. Alexi didn't mind inhabiting smaller apartments in multi-story buildings, but | 
always preferred something quieter and closer to nature. | could happily compromise even with a tiny piece of 
earth in the backyard and a wretched tree struggling between strictly defined towering walls. That could make 
me happy. Maybe | was already doing that in a way.. 


| guess it was not just my aesthetic principles that bothered me. It was also the COVID frenzy, taking over 
Europe again for the second time in a year. Now that the already-curtailed tourist season was heading to its 
end and autumn was setting in, new restrictions were implemented by the Greek government. Most likely, it 
was the same all over the Western World Masks to wear, written permission to move outside one's premises, 


and self-tests to ensure that no pathogenesis would be transmitted, or contracted. 


Under normal conditions, | would find the world's paranoia hilarious. However, this time, taking into consideration 
Alexis battered health, | didn't dare to further provoke a crisis, so | abided by all the imposed rules and even 

more; checked his vitals, tested him for COVID and sanitized everything that crossed our threshold, before it 

reached my fragile patient. 


Speaking of whom, he was constantly giving me a hard time during those first weeks of our return to Athens. 
Our country. He was in bad shape, depleted of his strength. All the conspiracy theories about COVID further 
tested his patience, mostly because he would be classified as high-risk. In his eyes, this place was reserved 
exclusively for senior citizens and helpless, feeble creatures - like he was not! But that was Alexi; he loathed 
being counted as a weakling, or lacking, compared to the others. He always defied reality - and that's where his 
stubbornness had brought him. Everybody knew about the consequences of his obstinacy. 


"You're tiring me with this fucking antiseptic, ten times a day!" 


"Yes, because you're careless! Didn't | tell you not to eat food thats fallen on the floor? Its dangerous! What 
are you, a fucking baby?" 


"Janne, you've mopped that floor twice already!" 
"But still! We walk on it - there might be microbes..." 
"IFs just a slice of apple that's fallen - | didn't sweep the floor with my tongue, dude!" 


"It doesn't take much to catch a bug, and then, who knows! We didn't go through all that trouble only to blow 
up everything for a fucking slice of apple!” 


"You will fucking exterminate me along with any other living entity with that poison in your hands!" 
I'm following the doctor's orders!" 


"Do you realize that you've sacrificed the.. wildchild only to get a goldfish in return? The fuck, dude.." He 


taunted me, and | couldn't stay serious - or angry with him - for long. 


That was the vibe of our dynamic, now. Endless taunting, scathing comments, bitching, whining, and scolding - 
our routine in confinement. But, | preferred that to deathly silence, apathy and resignation. It indicated a spark 
of life, a flicker of motivation. Apart from the fact that it reflected his recovery progress, it was kind of 
bonding, too. His stance towards me had mellowed out; | dared to say we were on good terms, within the 
"friendly" spectrum. 


However, the long, introverted phases didn’t disappear completely. He still retreated within himself, thus dulling 
the effervescence of our co-existence quite dramatically. He excluded everyone, even Anna, the shrink, who, in 
the meantime, had resumed her work on his disturbed psyche (how could she not, | mean.. For him, the 
sessions were more compelling than actual food). There were so many things for him to decipher, resolve, and 
consider about his reality and future. | suppose withdrawing into himself was a self-preservation mechanism, 


just as mandatory to remain functional as the morning wood is for a healthy male body. 


Despite my chagrin in those morose moments, I'd step back and never complain. Just wait. It was a good 


opportunity to give myself time to contemplate said future and find a realistic way to achieve that because 


life was demanding and costs were amassing. | needed money. Doing the math, | decided to sell my car; it was 
fairly new, luxurious and in perfect condition. It had cost me a fortune, but | had planned to carry my precious 
family in it back when | purchased it two years before, so it was worth it. The decision to sell it was made 
half-heartedly, during one such introspective phase, but the money would cover some of the bills. | had 
already exhausted the funds | had borrowed from my brother. Alexi viewed my decision cautiously, even 
disapprovingly, perhaps because he realized that he was the reason behind that choice. He couldn't protest or 
stop me, though. Selling the car was beyond any sense of pride and dignity, it was substantial for our survival. 
It only made him retreat into himself, sadder than before. 


| considered taking a trip back to Finland and applying for a loan at the bank where | kept my savings. Not to 
mention finding an occupation with some cash flow. The money coming from rights, sales and online platforms 
related to Children of Bodom was barely sufficient to cover my augmented needs. Perhaps | should re-focus on 
the alternative career | had looked for by enrolling in architecture school. It had been my ex-wife's advice, 
when we cared for each other - when | had written Alexi off from my life - that | should get that degree and 
possibly work in the field, even from afar. Back then she meant working from home - now it could work on a 
completely different level, further away. Architecture had always been my love. If music was dead for me - 
my official statement, after CoB dissolved - then architecture could step in. 


Often | caught myself sketching my ideal, dream house. They say that it is extremely difficult for an architect 
to design their ideal house - therefore, it remains an unfinished task. With so much time on my hands, | could 
explore various options in my new country, inspired by the cherished reminiscence of our holiday on that 
Greek island; a house close to the sea with a grand view on the infinite blue. A summer house located in a 
remote place away from the buzz of civilization, built on a precipice in the seaside countryside. | made it 
spacious, following minimal lines that didn't "offend" the natural environment. My house would mingle with its 
surroundings, using natural materials, such as stone, timber and glass, and small patches of earth with a tree 
or a cactus would be strategically arranged, allowing a feel of nature within the built space. No symmetry or 
useless ornamentations were required Modern-day architects dislike too much ornamentation. | envisioned big 
openings that would let the sunlight flood in the living room and bathe a grand piano with sunshine during the 
day and moonlight during the night. The view towards the sea would be unobstructed, so that | could always 
catch a glimpse of blue while playing, or just relaxing. And, lingering somewhere in a shadowy corner of my 
ideal abode, | pictured Alexi standing by the rail, his small figure straightened up and healthy, slightly toned, 
looking beautiful and.. naughty. My Allu, waiting for me in the corner with a mischievous smirk on his face. | 


was so familiar with drawing his face with accuracy. 


| scratched the surface of my paper numerous times over his figure, trying to perfect him, design him how | 
aspired him to become. Maybe it could work as a potential rehearsal for the final outcome of this medical 
adventure, that he would exceed all life-expectancy milestones and we would settle down and live together in 
bliss, in our paradise... | kept on scrawling and overwriting the existing lines with new ones, recreating the 


hollows and shadows of his chiseled face from memory. 
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"What are you scribbling there, so absorbed?" Alexi brought me back to our November-lit kitchen, which 
looked at a solid gray chunk of sea under a livid sky. 


| sighed, dejected, by the contrast between my imagination and reality. "Nothing.. Just sketches and nonsense." 


"You never sketch nonsense, you know that. Meticulous, artistic Janne, otherwise you wouldn't have been 


accepted in Architecture!" Alexi teased me, limping closer to where | was sitting, with slow, dragging steps. 


| relented and slouched back in my chair to give him access to my notebook where he could explore the 
figments of my imagination. He pulled out a chair and sat on his bent knee as if this position would alleviate the 
pain caused by a stretch or a pull. He tried to stifle his discomfort, though, for fear that | would start 
worrying about him. Instead, he inspected my drawings silently, returning the nervousness to me; his scowling 


scrutiny reminded me of my teachers at Uni, scavenging for mistakes or failures in my projects. 


"OK, its not perfect, and its utterly baseless.." | explained, ready to take my notebook from his hands, but he 
stopped me. 


"Where is that?" he asked without showing emotion 

"Dunno.. Everywhere and nowhere | suppose. Just some stupid ideas with no realistic basis." 
"They're cool. Is this the living room and a grand piano?" he went on. 

"Yeah - or, that was my intention. Told you, | suck." 


"No, Janne. That's the only thing that you don't suck at," he smirked. “Actually, this is pretty good, you know... 


Is this a perspective facade on the sea from inside?" 
"Yes - the view from the living room and the veranda in front." 


"And this?" he tapped his bony finger on the aforementioned silhouette in the corner of my sheltered veranda, 
which | had doodled before. | hesitated, trying to formulate an answer that would tone down my affectionate 
feelings for him. 


He was staring straight at me, knowingly, yet waiting for my confirmation. | huffed, embarrassed, probably 
blushed like a prude. "Ummm... This. This would be.." my voice trailed off as | lifted my eyes to meet his own | 
bit my lower lip and hesitated. "This would be you." 


“Ah... Right" The ghost of a grin was now lighting up his face, as he turned his attention back to my sketches. 
"You know... I'd like a bedroom with the same sea view, here, adjacent to the living room.." he snatched the 
pencil from my hand and drew a square next to the living room. "I love the sea, you know. It reminds me of 
my childhood in Spain. And a bathroom in it, because, you know - diabetes.. Uhh... | want a big, tall window in 


the shower, allowing natural light and air in - so much better than this annoying mechanism that recycles 


poop-stench. Also, supposedly, if this house is located on a cliff, or a higher bank, I'd make a swimming pool at 
the edge of the terrace, you know.. like that-" he went on and doodled a narrow rectangle a couple of meters 
in front of the presumed bedroom, "-here! The water surface would blend with the horizon and the sea 


beneath, you know, and it would be awesome!" 


| was watching him become possessed by some creative force, impressed, like the days we would be composing 
music for CoB, and he would be birthing ideas like popcorn "That's a great idea, Allu. Honestly," | suppressed my 
enthusiasm at his unexpected interest. 


"You see, its me who should become an Architect!" he exclaimed. 
"You can always do it. Join me in my classes, if you want," my voice faltered as my heartbeat rose. 


"Huh, I've barely managed to finish obligatory school, Janne.. Remember? I'm an illiterate compared to all the 


academic freaks like you," he scowled and we stared again at each other. 
"I think you are a genius." 


"Who knows..? | seriously doubt it, though. | wouldn't be in this-" he left his sentence incomplete. Frustration 
started to build up. "And don't forget that Alexi Laiho doesn't exist. | can't study anything - and | doubt that 
Mikko can, either!" he spat and sprang to his feet. He startled me - he certainly could cause some stupid 


medical damage to his stitched body. 


Alexi started pacing back and forth, obviously upset by unbidden thoughts, which he tried to exorcise. Only a 
cigarette was missing to complete the familiar picture. | didn't interrupt him, to grant him time to compose 
what he wanted - or did not want - to say. Then suddenly, as realization had made his face grim again, he 


turned to me and spoke. 
"Look, Janne. | know that most likely this, here, is where we're spending our... life, so to speak, together." 


| didn't dare to refute, interrupt, agree or utter a word, at all. | was looking at him, mesmerized, out of fear of 


what would be coming out of his mouth next. 


| understand this conversation upsets you and you don't wanna talk about it, alright? | mean, every normal 
person would feel ashamed in your place. But, | want you to know, that if we are doing this.. here.. together 
now =- | don't want to live in this rented apartment in Athens forever!" Alexi stated seriously, long gone the 


playfulness of his voice before long gone. 


My blood froze in my veins. | swallowed hard, unable to say something appropriate, even more suitable than 


his name, proffered as lamely as possible. 


"Allu..." Probably | was red and sweaty all over. 


"C'mon, you don't have to be so sensitive now! Let's face it, ok? Truth is I'm stuck with you for as long as l'm 


alive, | suppose.. Unless you go away and leave me-" 


| cringed in exasperation He never missed reminding me of all the things that hurt me. "Do you want me to? 


Go away, | mean?" | retorted and Alexi lowered his stare. Was it him now blushing? 


"No. | don't want you to go away.. Never wanted. Aside from any.. emotion involved, it wouldn't be practical for 
me if you left me right now," he attempted to sound indifferent, impervious to lower sentiments such as love 
and desire. Stubborn prick - and a bad actor. "I'm all alone in the world. | don't know anyone here, apart from 


Dr. Papadopoulos, Anna and this stupid Anthony, whom you invite home all the time-" 


"-He's helping me, alright? | appreciate that he looks after you whenever | need to miss so that you don't- you 
know." 


"I can't go anywhere, you fucktard! Let's not analyze this again." 
"Didn't mean that - it was the.. the other thing that was on my mind" 


"Oh, you mean me dying?" he scoffed and | scowled, shaking my head dismissively at the mere reference of 


death. 


| want you to be safe," | said and searched for his hand with mine. Feeling it, | clasped it, and pulled Alexi 
tentatively Towards me. 


"Makes sense, after all that shit and hell - and cost..." 
"Who spoke about this? | want you to live, Allu.. You," | stressed the word and he timidly glanced up at me. 
"I know," he admitted and finally leant on me as | embraced his skeletal body. 


It was hard not to creep myself out due to his degree of emaciation There was barely anything huggable 
about him. All his beautiful lines and possible softness were replaced by jagged corners of protruding bones 


and tendons. | pressed myself to caress him, the way | would tackle a wounded sparrow or a frail urchin 


Alexi spoke again. "For your information, | have tried to see your standpoint.. your perspective, for your 
behavior, actions.. reactions. Whatever. Maybe | don't feel so enraged with you as before. Despite all the shit, 
you've done something humongous for me. It embarrasses me to think of the costs and the risks, but.. Thank 


you. You still suck, but thank you." 


We hugged each other tightly and remained like that for a long time. My hands had started to feel numb and 
my legs shaky - but | didn't want to break the bond He disentangled himself first, though. 


"Damn, | need to pee.. Fucking diabetes and fucking shit-" he groaned all the way to the bathroom, which 


amused me, but alerted me of his medication and food. | checked the time on the clock on the wall. 
"Are you hungry?" | hollered and he grunted ambiguously. 


"Depends. What kind of leafy shit am | allowed to graze today?" he asked re-emerging from the bathroom, stil 
pulling up his sweatpants, and | smiled at him. 


"'ve cooked spinach risotto with olive oil, some onion, lemon juice and dill. Added a few mushrooms, too, for 
extra protein. Anthony suggested it - it's a Greek recipe | think. It's good!" 


He scrunched up his face with distaste before he slumped down onto the couch. "If you say so.. I'm ready!" he 
lifted his shirt, exposing his maimed torso, waiting for me to check his blood sugar and give him the shot 


before the meal. 


Melting with immerse love, | followed his bidding. "The things | do for you.." | muttered and poked his finger 


with a lancet, then prepared his insulin injection 


"OK, can you do one more thing?" he asked, which made me look at him curiously. "Can you make this house in 


your sketches come true?" | gaped, speechless, for a moment, holding the syringe in the air. 

"We need an island first," was probably the dumbest thing to say, yet that was what | uttered 
"We're in Greece - that's easy. 

"We need a piece of land.. Or an existing building.. Gosh, | have no idea what else is demanded!" 
"Id say money. Don't look at me, lm dead and you left poor Mikko Kontio penniless! You fucktard! 


He was giggling jovially now, making it difficult for me to pierce him with the needle. | should be mean to him 
for his words - but in all honesty, | hadn't been happier for almost a year. 


FEO ORO RIOR 

"A house on an island.. Close to the sea. Far away from civilization." 

These were the basic prerequisites of my very first "client" as an aspiring architect. 
"Anything else?" | had to take down the clients requests. 

"Yeah. Don't forget the swimming pool. And the huge window in the bathroom." 


"How big do you want it?" and his beady eyes gleamed mischievously. 


It doesn't have to be enormous - I'm content with smaller sizes.." he teased me and | glared at him. 
"We DON'T provide smaller sizes, Mr. Kontio!" 
"You sure?" he went on chuckling now, and | threw a couch cushion at him, in the same teasing mood. 


"It seems that your memory is impaired, Mr. Kontio! Perhaps | should refresh it for you..2" | attempted to 
provoke him and his smile froze on his face, as | insinuated to become more.. demonstrative, my hand ready to 


tug down the zipper of my pants. 


Instantly, | stopped in my tracks, seeing his reticence. "Relax, it was just a joke. | would never force you to do 


anything." 


He widened his eyes, incredulous at the perceived irony, and clutched the couch cushion in his arms, like a 


teddy bear meant to protect him from the... lewd assailant - it was sad. "I'm sorry. 's just... 
"| know, Allu. You're still recovering and don't want to-. It's normal." 


He had paled at the notion of intimate proximity between us, but didn't know how to deal with it, which only 


put him in a defensive, awkward position. | had to comfort and assure him, so | smiled candidly at him. 
Moreover, who had talked about sex, when both of us were still in a recovering process? 


Concerned about the issue, | had recently had a discussion with Papadopoulos, feeling encouraged by Alexi's 
positive signs. "You mean male-on-male anal sex, right?" Papadopoulos had asked me and | had confirmed, 
redder than a tomato from shyness. “Janne, there is no medical reason for you to abstain from sex. Mikko, 
though, should be more careful with strenuous activities that could potentially inflict injury, or expose him to 
any virus, STDs included. He's on immunosuppressants. This means that whatever you do, you must use 
protection, so that you don't pass anything to him." We need to trust our doctors - that's what they say. He 
had assumed that | would be hitting the streets for sex, and then going back to Alexi? Christ! | wasn't that 
dumb. So, when Papadopoulos had suggested cautiousness, taking things slowly and, let's say, conservatively, | 
had dismissed any thought of seducing Alexi in bed. Better wait - or even abstain completely, rather than put 
his life at risk. It had only been five months since the transplant. Sex had no meaning if it wasn't with him. It 


could wait. | could satisfy myself solo, in case of an emergency! 
"Allu, I'm not trying to bed you. Relax." | rephrased and he sighed. "Let's. Let's talk about the house, alright?" 
"Forget about it. | don't deserve anything from you." 


"Hey! Don't be stupid! We'll have to find a place to move in, anyway! Away from Athens, if you prefer," | 


pressed on and forced him to look at me. "You don't have to pay me off with sex. | don't want to be with you 


for sex! | don't demand anything from you, you hear me? Like | can have sex just as easily.. What did you 
think, that I'm some kind of love machine, huh?" | exaggerated, only to make him feel better. 


Truth was | could fuck him every night, if he was stronger. Didn't say so, though. | pulled him in my embrace, 


instead, and caressed those sharp edges on his back that scared me shitless to even touch, yet excited me like 
nothing else in the world! 


"You need to eat more, baby.. Get some meat on those bores, alright?" | changed the subject and he huffed. 
"Then we can watch a movie, or some YouTube videos, if you want... 


"Or rub one out, huh?" 


"Dude!" | blushed 


Chapter lb: Just a tug in my heart 


Author's Notes: 
For the reader's information, in real life, Alexi Laiho passed away on 24th December 2020. 


„But not in this story! | hope that whoever reads this, still enjoys it! 


Chapter |b - Just a tug in my heart. 


The plan was set up, despite Alexi's fluctuating moods. But we had to wait for six uneventful months in total, 
after the surgery, to make any radical change. Alexi's condition needed to be monitored on a weekly basis at 
the hospital in Athens, so it wouldn't be wise to relocate far from there, at least until February-March 2021. 
The little apartment was conveniently located close to where Alexi attended all his check-ups. Without a car, 


transportation was dangerous for a patient with zero immunity like him. 


During this transitional period, | tried to organize a few crucial things about my life. My studies in architecture 
at the University of Helsinki were one of them. | sent a few emails to my teachers to catch up with my 
classes, citing severe health issues and my divorce for my extended absence. My excuses were persuasive, 
but they didn't veer off from reality that much. A trip to Finland was arranged in December, just before 
Christmas to hand in some papers, discuss my options for studying from afar, and attend a few lessons for 


which my physical presence was required. 
But there were some other reasons why that trip couldn't be called off. 


First, | needed to see my son. Wrong verb - not needed; | wanted. As far as | knew, | still had a son.. The 
father instinct doesn't come naturally in men, like in women. It's not in our nature, even if this sounds like a 
lame excuse. It grows gradually while interacting with the baby. The greater the interaction, the faster 
paternal instincts grow. Not my case, as I'd left home when my son was very small. He was already a toddler 
and | had completely vanished from his life without any reasonable explanation - obviously, no one from my 
environment was aware of the medical procedure | had undergone. The last months in Turkey and then back in 
Athens had left a communication gap about which | felt bad. Only recently had | contacted my ex-wife, and 
shown signs of life. Surprisingly, she had agreed to allow me to spend a few days with him, which made me 
feel both remorseful and grateful for her generosity. | didn't want to fail them again. 


The second reason for my trip was to fund the plan of acquiring a permanent residence, somewhere - most 
preferably on a Greek island, as Alexi and | had wished. We had spent a few evenings on Google, gazing at 
pictures of sunsets, beaches, grasslands, or desert lands, Greek wilderness and traditional, romantic villages 


photographed against rosy skies. The whole country paraded on the screen of my laptop, in order to narrow 


down our options to a most favorable list. And then ask real estate agents for availabilities and prices. This 


narrowed down the list (and options) further. 


"Your money buys just the.. chicken coop? Dude!" Alexi had joked and we had indulged in a lot of banter about 
it. 


"Yes - but I'll make you a bathroom with a window viewing the seal" 
"That's very reassuring.. Don't forget the swimming pool! Is electricity included in our budget?" 


| needed to find money - and this could only be achieved by asking for a loan at my Finnish bank. Residence 
purchase within the European Union shouldn't pose any difficulty. However, the bankers should trust my 
financial profile, which meant | had to expand my professional activities. 


In a cosmic coincidence, talking to Henkka and Jaska on the phone provided that breakthrough! The idea of 
opening a bar dedicated to the band and the Bodom fans, was brought up. "Are you in? You were a major 
figure of CoB, it would be great if you participated.. It would be good for you to get involved with something 
new, after all the unfortunate events," Henkka had courted me tentatively. He was referring to my depression 
- which was openly admitted and discussed behind my back - after splitting up CoB, Alexi's demise, my mental 
collapse and my divorce. | was regarded with compassion and was somehow excused for all the extreme 
exploits | had indulged in. They wanted to help me. | was immediately positive about the idea of the bar. It had 
been a thought that had always lingered in our minds when Alexi and | used to frequent similar places during 
our gigs all over the world. | trusted both Henkka and Jaska. They had been more than simply friends to me - 


to us. We were brothers. 
At the first chance, | informed Alexi. 
"So, you're finally doing it with Henkka and Jaska," was his bitter reaction. "It was supposed to be our idea" 


"It still is. Everyone acknowledges your influence. And people want a place where they can remember Children 


of Bodom and.. you." 
"And what would | be doing? Playing the ghost - the obnoxious poltergeist?" He scoffed, discontent. 
"That wouldn't diverge from reality!" 


"Fuck of fl" 


Late that night, | found Alexi fumbling with the guitar | had purchased for his birthday. He was missing from 
bed and after overcoming the initial panic of his absence, | heard the characteristic, scratching noises. He was 
sitting in the dark in the living room, hunched over the unplugged guitar. He hadn't touched the instrument for 
a long time and he was still too weak to even hold it properly, so he had wedged one of the fins between his 


scrawny, crossing knees, to keep it steady. Probably it was insomnia or frustration over the bar, but it still 


was a good omen that he wanted an outlet. | lurked in the shadows of the hallway, watching his tiny figure 
treat the guitar with reverence, engaging in mute practicing, hearing the notes with his imagination, by 


memory. Perhaps | should add a music room to the blueprints of our dream house after all, 
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When Alexi put on a whole kilogram of weight, we threw a party. | say we, because Anthony, our favorite 


nurse-trainee, was invited as well - our only guest. 


"Fifty-four? Wow, Mikko! That's a lot of eating, man!" Anthony entertained him in his unique, annoying way. 


"Janne is a good chef, isn't he?" 


"Good to feed a flock of sheep, or goats. He can't cook meth, so.." Alexis sarcastic humor made its comeback 


OK, the party wasn't only for Alexi's 547 kilogram of weight. And Anthony wasn't invited just to have some 
innocent fun with two sick Finnish grumps. He had brought his duffel bag, because he was going to spend ten 
days with Alexi while | flew back to Finland to take care of business. It was out of the question that | leave 
Alexi on his own. Thus, the obvious solution was to ask Anthony, offering him some hefty compensation, of 


course... 
"Oh, so you've already arranged my babysitter, right, Janne?" Alexi spewed sarcastically. 


"lIl be staying with you while Janne is in Finland. We'll have a lovely time together!" Anthony interjected with 
the sense of humor that younger nurses have with senior patients who act disobediently. "We can watch 
movies, stroll by the beach..." 


Alexi sniggered. "Yeah, just remember to put on my collar and walk me to the beach, like a loyal dog, huh? You 
know, that's what pleases Janne and makes him feel safe. Control. Leashes. He used to get off on the spiky 
collar | wore in the past during our-" Alexi stopped literally in the last minute, before he had uttered some 
incriminating truth about our past "-that's something Janne really appreciates.. Leather straps and spiky 
collars," Alexi continued and glowered at me, his eyes glistening from the accumulating tears. | was already 
feeling red with embarrassment. 


Anthony sensed the awkward situation and wisely intervened again. "I'll leave that to Janne, then," he said, and 


smiled. "But, Mikko, you don't have to be angry." 


"Oh, you think | don't? Toying with me like I'm a toddler, feeding me, helping me, and restricting me like a 
monkey in a cage? Like, | can't fry an egg, sweep the floor, or go to the toilet without anyone supervising me?! 


Who asked me?" 


His words shocked me and | turned my back. | couldn't stand to look at Alexis eyes, skinning me alive from 


their caves. Anthony was calmer than me - and more reasonable - and didn't know the truth about us, which 


was very convenient. Perhaps he had encountered more cases of weird, grumpy sick people in denial, spitting 


insults and obscenities at their caregiver. 


"Janne wants you to be safe. Your medical condition is crucial and you know that you need constant 
supervision. Mikko, you've had a liver transplant! That's not a minor surgery! In fact, it's one of the most 
complex ones! The first year is crucial for your life. Diabetes complicates things for you. | think you are 
reasonable enough to understand. We aren't trying to control your life, we want to sustain it. This is what | am 
here for. | apologize if my humor irritates you," - OK, that's when | broke off into laughter - "it's not ill-willed. 


| know you'd prefer Janne next to you instead of me but | guess some distance can fan the flame, no?" 


Anthony spoke good-heartedly, | knew it. Just like | knew that these words would trigger Alexi's short fuse... 
And then - Ban 


"What? So now l'm the clingy guy, huh? Is that what Janne's told you?" Alexi erupted, his pale face suddenly 
flushing an almost healthy scarlet. "That | can't do without him? Am | causing the problem here?" 


"No, he hasn't said anything like that! H's what | assumed...” 
Even worse! | closed my eyes in exasperation, mentally shouting at Anthony to shut up! 


‘Of course! Its so obvious! Everything is so obvious, and suddenly Janne is so obvious about me! Only / was 


blind! The STUPID one! The fucking retard! Fucking helll" Alexi yelled, really upset. 


Seeing his reaction, Anthony rushed to his side in an attempt to assuage him. "If | said something inappropriate, 
forgive me. | just.. | was just trying to help," Anthony explained and took hold of Alexi's wrist, silently 


estimating his heart rate, showing his professional side. 
"| know.. You were being honest." 


‘lm sorry if | offended you. It wasnt my intention. Now, please, relax. There's nothing to fight about, honestly. | 
understand how you feel, confined and sick, but its for your own good and it's temporary. You're not anyone's 


problem." Anthony said and Alexi started to shudder. 


"Oh, no. That's what you think. But he knows!" he sobbed and pointed his finger at me. "He knows!" and burst 


into tears. 


| waved to Anthony to spare us a moment and we withdrew to the bedroom. | sat Alexi on the bed and hugged 
him while he was crying, kissing the top of his head tenderly, soothing him with my touch on his fragile back 


and shoulders. 


"Baby... That was unfortunate. Don't listen to Anthony's words. He's just saying all the clichés, you know," | told 
Alexi but he stopped me. 


"No! He's right! That's what he sees. Haven't | always been your problem, Janne? And now even more. 
Everybody justifies you! You have sacrificed your life for a lost cause so you deserve a few days off from 
the burden You have every right to go back, and see your people legitimately - | don't! l-l'm jealous and sad. 
And, you know.. | really missed those spiky collars.. back then. | really miss it. The past. The band. Everything.’ 


The tension was palpable. | should keep silent, but couldn't let the opportunity drop, even though | didn't expect 


a positive answer. 
"Do you miss us, too?" My voice was barely audible. 
Y Y Y 


He widened his eyes and gave me a curious stare. "Are you really so goddamn stupid, Janne?" Then, he 
composed himself, cooled off and retreated from my embrace. "Go finish your jobs in Finland and see your 


child. l.. Ill behave myself and not cause any problem for Anthony. | promise." 
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My old house was beautifully adorned with decorations and a huge Christmas tree. My ex-wife wanted it to be 
festive and cozy, like last year, even if our son would be a terror, running wild, risking demolishing everything. 
She was very patient with him and | felt proud of her - and safe, that our son would be well-taken-care-of. 


Unlike with me. 


"You must be having a great time," she spat sourly after taking our seats facing each other on the couch we 


had bought from IKEA two years ago. 
"I know I'm not a model husband and father, but let's leave irony aside," | tried to be polite. 


"Oh, really? OK, | don't expect you to think about me - | don't need that anymore. But what about him? Where 


is his father? You claimed you wanted to be part of his life, but you've simply disappeared since the summer!" 


"His father is in a transitional phase. He is sick. Nothing more to explain," | said and took my little son in my 
arms, holding him high over my head by the armpits, exploring his beautiful fair face with immeasurable 
admiration. He was smiling so innocently that my heart ached and my scar stung. | didn't want her to see me 
break down, so | brought him closer and buried my face in his belly, cooing, "Here is daddy! How much daddy 
has missed you! What a big, big boy you are..." His ringing laughter and genuine loving response brought tears 


to my eyes. "You are so perfect, my little son." 


The moment was emotionally charged for both of us. | could see her trying to stifle her adoration for the 
spectacle of me with my son, trying to suppress her bitterness for what we had become. It was a strong 
moment, but short-lived. From the corner of my eye, | noticed her stare become stern and cold, her jaw 
fensing as she noticed the gold band | had been wearing on my ring finger, for me and Alexi. | had forgotten to 


remove it. Her restrained positivity was instantly replaced with contained anger. 


"So, you're already married again?" she pointed out and | was momentarily puzzled before | realized what she 


was referring to. 

"Oh, this... It's." 

"Is it a guy?" she brimmed with bile, not even daring to look at me. 

| hesitated. "Yes, it's a guy." 

"You didn't lose any time, did you? New life, new country, new lover.. Everything new...” 

"Aren't you dating anyone new?" | retorted to avoid further discussion on my "new" relationship. 


She smirked before she confessed. "I am. There is someone new in my life.. It wasn't my intention to replace 


you, though. | really loved you and was proud of our family. It was unexpected.” 

| wish you all happiness. You deserve it." 

For some reason, my ex mentioning her new relationship annoyed me. Maybe it was male possessiveness, or 
the easiness with which she had replaced me, showing how useless, redundant and inadequate | had been. Which 
was true, let's be honest. But it struck me as ugly to think that my son would become more familiar with a 
random man than his real father. And who would that guy be? | guess this was my hurt ego speaking, but it 


was real, too. And maybe that would be regarded as a sign of paternal instincts. 


SRR RRR RRR RRR IR RR RRR RK 


| met Henkka and Jaska at a bar in Espoo, where we used to hang out. They showed me the blueprints of a 
potential building for our bar. 


"You are more qualified to judge whether it is suitable or not," Henkka said and | pretended to contemplate 


seriously over them. 

"Are we keeping the building's sauna?" 

"| think it would be clever if we did. Beer, Bodom and Sauna!" Jaska stated and | nodded. 
| liked the idea. It was original and... Finnish! 


"We could display our old gear in the bar so that people can remember and connect with us," | expressed my 


thought. 


Henkka added, "And remember Allu." 


"Yes. Remember Alexi." 

We all fell silent, gazing at the floor plan arrangement as if his name were a curse. Their eyes glistened with 
emotion and | tried to stifle my discomfort. | was mocking them to their faces, while they were entrusting me 
with their pain It was almost hideous. 

"How are you doing, Janne? Do you still think of him?" Henkka asked me without looking at me. 

"Every single day," was my automated response. 


"Of course.. How could you not.. You blew up your life after his death. The divorce.. What am | asking..2" 


"Janne, are you doing any better?" Jaska tried to lighten the atmosphere, nodding at my ring finger and | 
huffed. "New girlfriend? Or..2" 


"-Or.. Yeah. That. The other. No girlfriend," | stated decisively and we all fell silent again. 
There were so many lingering questions they wanted to ask me but hesitated. | could see them mutely 
rehearsing them, their lips mouthing unuttered words until | sighed and decided to offer them a persuasive 


story. 


"OK, let's not make it more awkward than it is.. It shouldn't come as a surprise that l'm gay. So, yeah.. pretty 
much that." 


"Right" 

"| mean, it was obvious, with Allu and." 

"No one replaces Alexi," | was adamant. 

"Not even your own wife.." Jaska mumbled thoughtfully and we both looked at him, awed. 

That was mean. He was still hurt over Alexi. 

FEO ROO RIOR 

| had no idea what force led me to Alexis official grave. Was it remorse? A public confession for my sins? A 
place to seclude myself, as if the cabin wasn't secluded enough? Maybe | saw his grave as a silent 
representative of the man himself, to whom | could speak, confess and confide my thoughts without being 


constantly rebuffed. Vent things | had wanted to tell him in person and had hesitated to for my own reasons. 


| was squatting by the black, marble tombstone when | felt light steps approaching me. The snow crunched 
under the weight of a small person If | didn't know that Alexi was alive in Greece, I'd think that it was him. 


Fairly close. His grieving mother had come to pay him a visit. She stopped a few steps away, reluctant to come 


closer, as she hadn't expected to find me there. 
"Janne? You? Are you back?" 

‘Hello, Mrs. Latho.." | stood up and leant closer to embrace her. 
‘How are you doing, baby?" 

"Umm... Having a talk, here, with All." 


"Aww, Janne." she hugged me tightly, planting a motherly kiss on my cheek, as she was tiptoeing to reach my 
I80-cm height. 


‘Im leaving, so | won't be disturbing you with my presence," | felt obliged to say. 


"No, you're not disturbing me. It's comforting to see you here," she said, and smiled. Then, she opened a plastic 
bag she'd been holding all along. "| was looking at Alexis stuff and thought of bringing this here. It belonged to 
him. Its absurd, but it may offer him some company, in the cold unknown" A sob escaped her thin lips and 
she hurried to pat her eyes dry behind her glasses. It was a plush bunny, evidently old and worn with time. 
Allu's baby toy. | felt a knot in my stomach. 


‘Ive seen this before," | muttered and took the bunny from her hands. The fur still felt soft in my hands. 
Comforting. 


She sighed. "He held it when he was small. | couldn't bear to touch his things before." 

Tears started streaming down my face, as | was petting the toy. | couldn't say what made me so emotional. 
Remorse paired with the thought that he was once a cute little baby, just like my son? The combined emotions 
broke down my defenses. 

"Janne baby.. You can take it! | think it's better if you have it. Feel him closer, perhaps. If you want... 

"| want to," | uttered decisively. "Are you sure | can keep it?" 

‘Of course! It will be in better hands, than lying alone on a snowy grave. Keep it," she assured me, pressing the 
Toy in my hands. "Also, we emptied his apartment, before selling it. There are some clothes I've kept aside, you 
might also want to have," she added and | nodded. "Come to my house afterwards, if you have time. We can 


have a cup of tea" 


| followed Alexi's mother to her house, and she gave me a plastic bag full of memorabilia and clothes that 


Alexi and | had shared and soiled together with sweat and cum during the long tours. They still bore his scent. 


| wondered how Alexi would receive them, having a part of his life bestowed back upon him. That would be my 


present for the New Year. 


| barely made it back from Finland before the end of 2020. It was on Christmas day, the cheapest plane ticket 
| could get, but it granted us some festive time with Alexi. He seemed relaxed and healthier. Beautiful. Anthony 


was proud of his progress. 


SRR REE RR RRR RE RRR RR RK 


Alexi and | were half-sitting, half-lying in bed, watching some movie on the TV. He was resting his head on my 
shoulder, perhaps dozing off as | could feel the inert weight bouncing forward. Earlier, | had made pumpkin soup 
with orange peel and onions for dinner, a recipe | had randomly found on the internet, delicious and healthy. 
Having finished our meal, we were relaxing in an almost affectionate, cuddling position, which | didn't want to 
disturb for any reason. | didn't dare to move, or even breathe, for fear that he would wake up and shrink 
away and thus | would miss the sweet proximity of his little body. That was the closest he had managed to 
achieve physically of his own accord, during the last months. No clasping hands, no kissing and hugging, nothing 
conspicuously meaningful - these were somehow out of the question; just subtle, unintentional touches. | guess 


it must have been remarkable progress, after all the tough shit. 


A sudden gasp and a groan jolted me out of my comfort. Alexi was panting and heaving in pain, fully alert, his 
hand on his chest, as though he had choked on something. 


"What's wrong?" | asked him. 
"Nothing... Just." He winced instead. 
"What nothing?" | sat up to look at him directly. His face revealed agony. 


My mind went to the transplant. Was it some insidious, post-surgical complication? Was his body rejecting the 
transplant? Could it mean - but | stopped the frightening thought from forming in my mind. 


"What? Tell mel" | urged him to speak and he closed his eyes, pressing his palm over his heart. 


"Just a tug.. A weird, penetrating sting... It felt as if my soul detached my body momentarily.. As if somebody 
turned off the power and-" 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" | was genuinely upset now. He gazed into my eyes and smiled kindly - 


his disarming, seductive smile. There were some farewell hints in that stare that only further alarmed me. 


"Relax. It's passed. Nothing to worry about.. Perhaps my body died at this moment in a parallel alternate 
universe," he mused and | swear, | believed him, just like | had believed in his Green Fairy. He could always 


persuade me, even about the most preposterous thing. 


"Well, that doesn't sound.. reassuring! Should | call Papadopoulos?" 

"No, Janne... It's ok It's gone." 

"Don't scare me like that! I've risked everything to keep you alive..." 

| stopped, not wanting to trigger his volatile mood. He might feel indebted, become sad or erupt, enraged. 

"I need to tell you, Janne." he startled me. "I don't know if it makes any sense at all, but - the days you were 
gone were tough for me. | was jealous and | missed you, and all | could do was analyze things over and over. 
My logic said that you wouldn't be gone forever, yet | feared that once you were back to your family, you 
wouldn't want to return to me. And it hurt me. | guess I'll always be overwhelmed by the fear of rejection.. 
This overshadows every noble feeling for you, but | want you to know that | appreciate you for all you've done 


- even if it was irrational and scary. And not just appreciate you.." he said and canted tentatively in my 


direction. "Damn, | don't know how..." he mumbled and blushed. 

"What, Allu?" 

"This," he said timidly and kissed my lips lightly, for the first time after so fucking long. 

| followed his lead, not wanting to spoil the moment. He lingered for a few moments before opening his mouth 
to let our tongues touch. | put my hand on his cheek to ensure he wouldn't be going anywhere and gave in. 
Soon we found ourselves kissing passionately. Alexi strode my lap for convenience, but it only ignited the flame 
more. We were trembling with desire and nervousness, not getting enough of each other, but not risking asking 
for more. 

| broke off the kiss first and picked up my cell phone. 

"What? Who do you want to call right now?" Alexi cringed impatiently, yet with a big smile on his face. 


"Oh, no one! Just wanted to check the date!" 


"The date? What's the date?" 


"24" December, 2020! | want to remember it as the first day of a new chapter for us. The day you kissed 


me... and | kissed him again. 
"Aawww.. Jame.. You've always been such a cheesy, sappy guy...” 
"But you liked me! | play those awesome keyboards, you see.." 


"Indeed... | liked you. | still kinda do.." and he blushed, taking his eyes away from mine. 


"Confession day? Is this my Christmas gift, or did Anthony lobotomize you?" | teased him, pinching his cheek. 
"Staaph.. OK, maybe l'm shy." 

| know you are sometimes.” 

"Just. Just hold me for a while... l.. | feel safer here. In your arms.” 

He always used to feel safer in my arms. It was his refuge from pain, nightmares and insecurities. | had 
deprived him of that for so long, but was eager to have him back. We started kissing again, like we used to, 
both fiercely yet affectionately, caressing each other desperately, and damn, we would have remained like that, 


glued on the couch, kissing and making out till New Year's Day, hadn't my alarm clock gone off. It was time for 
his fucking insulin dose. 


